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Diocles. 
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Jocaſta. 

Eurydice. 

Manto. 
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SCENE, 1 EHE ES. 


oO EDIUS 
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— 


OEDIPUS, 


The Curtain Miſes to a dior Tune, repre- 


ſenting the preſent Condition of Thebes ; 
dead Bodies appear at a Diſtance in the 


Streets; ſome faintly go over tbe Stage, 
others avp.- 


Euter Alcander, Diocles and Pycetmen. 


Al caxpER. 


FT Ethinks we ſtand on rums ; nature ſſ.akes 
About us; and the univerſal frame © 
— So looſe, that it but wants another pul 
To 1 from off its hinges. 
Dio. No ſin to chear us; but a b. ody globe 
That row!: above ; a bald and beamleſs fire; 
His face o'er-grov/n with ſcurf: the ſun's hck too; 
Shortly he'll be an earth. 
Pyr. Therefore the ſeaſons 
Lye e d; and, by the heav'ns neglecec. 
| Forge: themſelves: bl:nd winter meets the ſummer 
In his mid-way, and, fecing not his livery, 
Has driv'n him head · long bach: and the raw daimps 
With ſaggy wings fly heavily about, 
Scattering their peſtilential colds and rheums 
Through ail the lazy air. | 
Ilie. Hence murtains follow 
On bleating flocks, and on the mug herds: 
At laſt, the : malady 
| Grew more domellick, and the fait! ful dog 
Dy'd at his maſter's feet. 
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. ; a EY TH 


1 OE views. 


= laſt they ſeiz'd on man. 
Pyr. And then a thouſand deaths at once advanc' d. 


An every dart took place; all was ſo ſudden, 
That ſcarce a firſt man fell; one but 


To wonder, and ſtraight fell a wonder too; 
A third, who ſtoop d to raiſe his dying friend, 
Dropt in the pious act. Heard you that groan? 
[Groan without. 
Dioc. A troop of ghoſts took fight together there : 
Now death's grown riotous, and will lay no more 
For fingle ſtakes, but families and tri 
How are we ſure we breath not now our laſt? - 
And that next minute, | 
Our bodies, caſt into ſome common pit, 
Shall not be built upon, and over 
By half a people? 
Alc. There's a chain of cauſes 
Link'd to effects; invincible neceflity 
That whate'er is, could not but ſo have been; 
That s my ſecurity. 
To them enter Creon. 


| Cre. So had it need, when all our ftreets lie cover 
With dead and dying men ; | 


And earth expoſes bodies on the pavements 
More than ſhe hides in graves! 
Betwixt the bride and bridegroom have I ſeen - 
The nuptial torch do common offices 
Of marriage and of death. 
Dioc. Now, OEdipus, 
If he return from war, our other plague) 
Will ſcarce find half he left, to grace his triumphs. 
Pyr. A feeble Pæan will be ſung before him. 
Alc. He would do well to bring the wives and chil- 
Of conquer d Argians, to renew his Thebes. yo: 


* a gates 
Wich their deteſted omen. * 


Dioc. Of his children. 
Cre. Nay, though ſhe be my ſiſter, of his with. 


Alc. O that our Thebes might once _ behold 
A monarch Theban born! 


Dioc. We * have had one. 
Pyr. Ves, the people pleas d. aa 
| | FE. 
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Cre. Come, ye're my friends: 
The queen, my ſiſter, after Lajus' death, 
Fear'd to lye 1 and ſupply'd his place 


With a young ſucceſlor. 


Dioc. He much reſembles 

Her former huſband too. 
Ale. 1 always thought 3 , black Jocks, 
Pyr. When twenty winters more have grizzled his 
He will be very Lajus. 
Cre. So he will. 
Mean time ſhe ſtands provided of a Lajus, 

More young and vigorous too, by twenty ſprings. 
Theſe women are ſuch cunning purveyors! 
Mark where their appetites have once been pleas'd, 

The ſame reſemblance in a younger lover 
Lyes brooding in their fancies the ſame pleaſures, 
And urges their remembrance to deſire. 

Dioc. Had merit, not her dotage, been conſider'd, 
Then Creon had been king; but OEdipus, 

A ſtranger ! 
Cre. That word ſtranger, I confeſs, - 
Sounds harſhly in my ears. 
Dioc. We are your creatures; 
The People prone, as in all general ils, 
To ſudden change; the king in wars abroad, 
he queen, a woman weak and unregarded ; 
Eurydice, the daughter of dead Laus, 
A princeſs young and beauteous, gon. unmarried. 
| Methinks from theſe disjointed propoſitions 
Something might be produc'd. 
Cre. The gods have done 
Their part, by ſending this commodious plague : 
But oh the princeſs ! her hard heart is ſhut 
By adamantine locks, againſt my love. 
Alc. Your claim to her is ſtrong : you are betroth d. 
Pyr. True; in her nonage. 
Ale But that lett's remow d. 
Dioc. 1 heard the prince of Argos, young Adraftus, 
When he was hoſtage here 

Cre. Oh name him not! the bane of all my hopes; 

That hot-brain'd, head-long warrior, has the charms 
af youth, and ſomewhat of a lucky raſknels, _ 
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To pleaſe a woman yet more fool than he. 
T * thoughtleſs ſex is caught by outward form 
And empty noiſe, and loves it ſelf in man. 
Alc. But fince the war broke out about our frontiers, 
He's now a foe to Thebes. 
Ce. But is not ſo to her; ſee! ſhe appears; ; 
Once more I'll prove my fortune: you inſinuate 
Kind thoughts of me into the multitude; 
Lay load upon the court; gull em with freedom; 


And you ſhall ſee em toſs their tails, and gad, 
As if the breeze had ſtun 


Dioc. We'll about it. ntl Alc. Dioc. and Pyr. 
Enter Eurydice. 
Cre. Hail, royal maid ; thou bright Eur -ydice ! 
A laviſh planet reign d when thou wert born; ; 
And made thee of fuch kindred-mould to. hear n, 


Thou ieem'ſt more heav'n's . ours. 


Eur. Caſt round your eyes 
Where late the ſtreets were ſo thick ſown with men, 
Like Cadmus brood they juſtled for the 4 


Now look for thoſe erected heads, and ſee 
| Like pebbles paving all our publick ways: 


When you have thought on this, then anſwer me, 
If theſe be hours of courtſhip? _ 
Cre. Yes, they are; 
For when the gods deſtroy ſo faſt, tis time 
We ſhould renew the race. 
Eur. What, in the midſt of 1 
Cre. Why not then? 3 


There's the more need of e miert: 


Eur. Impious Creon ! 
Cre. Unjuſt Exrydice ! can you accuſe me 


Of love, which is heav'n's precept, an ot fear 
That vengeance, which you ſay purſue: our crimes, 
Should reach your perjuries ? 


Eur. Still th' old argument. | 


I bad you caſt your eyes on other men, 


Now caſt them on your ſelf : think what you are. 
Cre. A man. 
Eur. A man! 
| Cre. Why doubt you? I'm a man. | 
Eur. Tis 2 tell me ſo, 1 ſhould miſtake you 
or 


tos 
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For any other part o'th' whole creation, 
Rather than think you man: hence from my ſight, 
Thou To ſon to my eyes. 
Cre.” Twas you firſt poiſon'd mine; and yet, methinks, 
My face and perſon ſhould not make you ſport. 
Eur. Vou E me, by your importunities, 
To ſhew you what you are. 
Cre. A prince, who loves you: 
And, fince your pride p1 ovokes me, * orth your love, 
Ev'n at its higheſt value. | 
Eur. Love for thee ! 
Why love renounc d thee &er thou ſaw'ſt the light; 
Nature her ſelf ſtart back when thou wert born, 
And cry'd, the work's not mine 
The midwife ſtood aghaſt; and when the ſaw 
Thy mountain-back, and thy diſtorted lezs, 
Thy face it ſelf, 
Half minted with the royal ſtamp of man, 
And half o'ercome with beaſt, tood doubting Ss 
Whoſe right in thee were more: 
And knew not, if to burn thee in the fannie 
Were not the holier work. 
Cre. Am I to blame, if nature threw my body 
In ſo perverſe a mould? yet when ſhe caſft 
Her envious hand upon my (upple Joints 
Unable to refiit, and rumpled 'em 
On heaps in their dark lodging, to revenge 
Her bungled work, ſhe ſtampt my mind more fair: 
And as from (how, huddled and deform'd, 
The gods ſtruck fire, and lighted up their lamps 
That beautifie the ſky, ſo ſhe informd 
Thus ill-ſhap'd body with a daring ſoul: 
And making leſs than man, ſhe made me more. 
Eur. No; thou art all one error, ſoul and body; 
The firſt young tryal 6f ſome unſkill'd pow'r, 
Rude in the making art, and ape of o ẽ 
Thy crooked mind within hunch'd out he back, 
And wander'd in thy limbs: to thy own kind 
Make love, if thou canſt find it in the world ; 
And ſeek not from our ſex to raiſe an off- ſpring, 


Which, mingled with the reſt, would tempt the gods 
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To cut off human kind. 


I - IR EIEs aga——— — — — 


And, as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, loath'd. 


OE Dr v.. 
Cre. No; let em leave 


The 4 557 prince for you: that enemy 
Of Thebes has made you falſe, and break the vows 


Yau made to me. 


Eur. They were my mother 5 vows, | 


Made when J was at nurſe. 


Cre. But hear me, maid ; 
This blot of nature, this deform 'd, loath'd Creen, 


Is maſter of a ſword, to reach the blood 


Of your young Minion, ſpoil the gods fine work, 
And ſtab you in his heart. 

Eur. This when thou doſt, - 
Then may ſt thou ſtill be curs'd with loving me: 
And let his ghoſt no, let his ghoſt have reſt ; 
But let the greateſt, ſierceſt, fouleſt fur, 
Let Creon haunt himſelf. [Exit Eur. 

Cre. Tis true, Iam 
What ſhe has told me, an a to ſight : 


My body opens inward to my ſoul, 


And lets in day to make my vices ſeen 
By all diſcerning ey es, but the blind vulgar. 


I muſt make haſte, e re O:diprs return, 


To ſnatch the crown and her; for I ſtill love; 
But love with malice; as an angry cur 


 Snarls while he feeds, fo will I ſeize and ſtaunch 


The hunger of my love on this proud beauty, 


| And leave the ſcraps for ſlaves. 


Enter Tireſias leaning on a flo ff, and led Ly his daughter 
Manto. 


What makes this blind prophetick fool abroad ? 


| Wou'd his Apollo had him, he's too holy 


For earth and me; I'll ſhun his walk ; and ſeek 


My popular friends. [Exit Creon. 


Tir. A little farther ; yet alittle fnotker, 


Thou wretched daughter of a dark old man, 


Conduct my weary ſteps ; and thou, who ſeeſt 
For me and for thy ſelf, beware thou tread not 


With impious ſteps upon dead corpſe now ſtay, 


Methinks I draw more open, vital air. 
Where are we? 
Man, Under covert of a "_ 


'The 
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The moſt ſrequented once, and noiſy part 
Of Thebes, now midnight ſilence reigns ev'n here; 
And graſs untrodden ſprings beneath our feet. 

Tir. If there be nigh this place a ſunny bank, 
There let me reſt a while : a ſunny bank ! 

Alas! how can it be where no ſun ſhines ! 
But a dim winking taper in the ſkies, 
That nods, and ſcarce holds up its drowzy head 
To glimmer through the damps. 

[4 Noiſe within, Follow, follow, follow, a Creon, a 
Creon, a Creon.] 

Fark! a tumultuous noiſe, and Creon s name 
Thrice eccho'd. 
_ Man. Fly, the tempeſt drives this way. 

Tir. Whither can age and blindneſs take their flight! ? 
If I could fly, what cou'd I ſuffer worſe, 
Secure of greater IIIs! 
[ Noiſe again, Creon, Creon, Creon. 
Enter Creon, Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon; followed 

by the crowd. | 

Cre. I thank ye, country-men, but muſt refuſe 
The honours you intend me ; they're too great ; 

And I am too unworthy, think again, 
And make a better choice. 

1 Cit. Think twice! I ne'er thought twice in all my 
life; that's double work. 

2 Cir. My firſt word is always my ſecond ; ; and 
therefore Lil have no ſecond word: and therefore 
once again I ſay, a Creon. 

All. A Creon, a Creon, a Creon ! 

Cre. Yet hear me, fellow-citizens. 

Dioc. Fellow-citizens! there was a word of kindneſs. 

Alc. When did Oedipus falute you by that familiar 

1 Cit. Never, never; he was too proud. (name? 
Cre. Indeed he could not, for he was a ger: 

But under him our Thebes is half deſtroy d. 
Forbid it heav'n the reſidue ſhould periſh 
Under a Theban born. 
Tis true, the gods might ſend this plague among you, 
Becauſe a ſtranger rul'd : but what of that ? 
Can redreſs it now? 
3 dt. Ves, you or none. 
A 5 Ts 
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"Tis certain that the gods are angry with us, 
Becauſe he reigns. 5 
Cre. Oedipus may return, you may be ruin'd. 

1 Cit. Nay, if that be the matter, we are ruin'd already. 
2 Cit. Half of us, that are here preſent, were living 
men but yeſterday, and we that are abſent do but drop 
and drop, and no man knows xhether he be dead or 
living; and therefore, while we are ſound and well, 
let us ſatisfie our conſciences, and make a new king. 

3 Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another 
coronation ! and then, if we muſt die, we'll go merrily 
together. | 

All. Tothe queſtion, to the queſtion. 

Dioc. Are you content, Creon ſhould be your king? 

All. A Creon, a Creon, a Creon ! 

Tir. Hear me, ye Thebans, and thou Creor, hear me. 

1 Cit. Who's that would be heard? we'll hear no man: 
We can ſcarce hear one another. 

Tir. I charge you by the gods to hear me. 

2 Cit. Oh, tis Apollo's prieſt, we muſt hear him; tis 
the old blind prophet, that ſees all things. 35 
3 Ct. He comes from the gods too, and they are 

our betters, and therefore in good manners we muſt 
hear him; ſpeak, prophet. * | 
2 Cie. For coming from the gods, that's no great mat- 
ter, they can all ſay that ; but he's a great ſcholar, he 
can make almanacks, an he were put to't, and there- 
fore I ſay hear him. 1 
Tir. When angry heav'n ſcatters its plagues among 
Is it for nougly, ye Thcbans ? are the gods (you, 
Unjuſt in puniſhing ? are there no crimes 
Which pali this vengeance down? :; 
1 Cie. Yes, yes, no doubt, there are ſome fins ſtirring, 
that are the cauſe of all. „„ 
3 Git. ves, tiere are ſins; or we ſhould have no taxes. 
2 Cir. For my part, I can ſpeak it with a ſafe con- 
| ſcience, I ne'er fund in all my life. 5 

1. Cit. Nor J. 

3. Cit. Nor I. our doors. 

2. Cit. Then ve are all juſtiſied, the fin lies not at 
77. All juſtined alike, an: yet all guilty; 
Were every man's falſe-dealing brought to light, 


: OE Dres. It 
His envy, malice, lying, perjuries, 
His weights and meaſures, th'other man's extortions, 
With what face could you tell offended Heav'n, 
You had not ſinn'd? 
2. Cir. Nay, if theſe be ſins, the nh is alter'd ; 
for my "z I never thought any thing but murder had. 
been a 
Fir. And yet, as if all theſe were leſs than nothing, 
You add rebellion to 'em; impious Thebans ! 
Have you not ſworn before the gods to ſerve 
And to obey this Oedipus, your king 
Buy publick voice elected? anſwer me, 
If this be true! 
2. Cit. This is true; but it's a hard world, ai 
bours, if a man's oath muſt be his maſter. 
Gr. Speak, Diocles; all goes wrong. 
Dioc. How are you traytors, Country men of Thebes? 
This holy fir, who preſies you with oaths, | 


Forgets your firſt; were you not ſworn before 
To Lojus, and his blood? 
All. We were; we were. 8 
Dicc. While Lejus has a lawful ſucceſſor, 
Your firſt oath ſtil! muſt bind: Eurydice 
Is heir to L-jzs; let her marry Creon: 
Offended heav'n will never be appeas'd, 
While Oedizzs pollutes the throne of Lijus, 
A ſtranger to his blood. 
All. We'll no Oedipus, no Ocdipus. 
1. Cit. He puts the prophet in a mouſe- hole. 
2. Cit, I knew it would be ſo; the laſt man ever 
ipeaks the beſt reaſon. 
Tir. Can benefits thus dye, and Thebes! 
Ren.ember yet, when, after Lejus death, 
The monſter Sphinx laid your rich country waſte, 
| Your vineyards ſpoil'd, your labouring oxen flew ; | 
Your ſelves, for fear, mew'd up within your walls, 
She, taller than your gates, o'crlook'd your town; 
ut when ſhe ra's'd ker bulk to fail above you, 
She drove the air around her, like a whirlw "*Y 
| Ard ſhaded all beneath; till ſtocping down, 
She clap'd her leathern wings againſt your tow rs, 
And thruſt out c her long deck, ev n to your dot. 
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Dive. Alc. Pyr. We'll hear no more. 

Tir. You durſt not meet in temples 
T'invoke the gods for aid; the proudeſt he, | 
Who leads you now, then cowr'd, like a dar'd lark: 
This. Creon ſhook for fear; 

The blood of Lajus curdled in his veins,” 

Till Oedipus arriv'd; 

| Call'd by his own high courage and the gods, 
HFimſelf to you a God: ye offer'd him 

Your Queen, and crown; ( but what was then your 
And heav'n authoriz'd it by his ſucceſs: (crown!) 
Speak then, who is your lawful king? 

All. "Tis Ocdi pus. 

Tir. Tis Oedipus indeed: your king more lawful 
Than yet you dream: for ſomething ſtill there lyes 
In bea e dark volume, which I read through miſts: 
Tis great, prodigious; tis a dreadful birth , 
Of wondrous fate; and now, juſt now —— 

I ſee, I ſee! how terrible it dawns! 

And my ſoul fickens with it. 
1. Cit. How the God ſhakes him! (umph! 

Tir. He comes! he comes! victory! conqueſt! tri- 

But oh! guiltleſs and guilty: murder! parricide 

Inceſt! diſcovery ! puniſhment tis ended, 

And all your ſufferings o'er. 

| A Trumpet within; E nter Hxmon. 

Hem. Rouze up, ye Thebans; tune your Io Peans} 
Your king returns; the Argians are o er- come; 
Their warlike Prince in ſingle combat taken, 

And led in bonds by god-like Ozdipas. 

All. Ocdifus, Ocdipus, Ocdipus ! 

Crean. Furies confound his fortune!-—— [ Afege. 
Haſte, all haſtc, [To en. g 
And meet with bleſſings oar victorious bias: 
| Decree proceſſions; bid new holy. days; 

Crown all the ſtatues of our gods with zarlands ; RE 
And raiſe a brazen column, thus inſcrib'd, (Thebes. 
To Oeaipus, now twice a conqueror; Fl erer of his 
Truſt me, I weep for joy to fee this day. (country men, 

Tir. Ves, heav'n knows hob then weep't :-—-Go, 
Ang, as you us'd to ſupplicate your gods, 
do meet your king, with bays, and olive-branches: . 


Bow 
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Bow 1 and touch his knees, and beg from him 
An end of all your woes; ſor only he 
Can give it you. [Ex. Tireſias, the prople following. 
Enter Oed. in triumph ; ; Adraſtus priſoner; Dymas, train. 
Cre, All hail, great Oedipus! 
Thou mighty conqueror, hail! welcome to Thebes : 
To thy own Thebes; to all that's left of Thebes: 
For half thy citizens are ſwept away, 
And wanting to thy ti jumphs: 
And we, the happy remnant, only lire 
To welcome thee, and dye. 
Oeaip. Thus pleaſure never comes facere to man; 
But len: by heav'n upon hard uſu 
And while Jove holds us out . of joy, 
E're it can reach our lips, it's daſkt with gall 
By ſome left-handed God. O mournful triumph! 
O conqueſt, gain'd abroad, and loſt at home! 
O Argos] now rejoice, for Thebes „ 
Thy ſlaughter'd ſons now ſmile, and think they won; 
When they can count more n ghoſts than theirs. 
Adr. No; Argos mourns with Thebes; you temper'd ſo 
Your courage while you fought, that mercy ſeem'd 
The manlier virtue, and much more prevail'd. 
While Argos is a E think your 7 Hebes 
Can never want for ſubjects; every nation 
Will crowd to ſerve, where Oedipus commands. (tor?. 
Cre. tollam. Ho mean it ſhews to fawn upon the vic- 
Hem. Had you beheld him fight, vou had ſaid other- 


Come, tis brave bearing in him, not to envy (wile. 
Superior virtue. | 


O. 4p. This indeed is conqueſt, 

To gain a friend like you: why were we foes? 
Aar. "Cauſe we were kings, and eacu diſdain'd an 

I fought to have it in my pow'r todo (equal. 
What thou haſt done; and ſo to uſe my conqueſt; 
To ſhew thee, honour was my only motive. 

| Know this, that were my army at thy gates, 
And Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the gift, 


Which, like a toy dropp'd from the hands of fortune, 
Lay for the next chance · comner. | 


Oeaip. [embracing] No more captive, _ 
But brother of the war: tis much more pleaſant, 


And 
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And ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy love, 
Than when hard gantlets clench'd our warlike hands, 
And kept 'em from ſoft uſe. 5 
Aar. My conqueror ! 3 (alive. 
Oecip. My friend! that other name keeps * 
But longer to detain thee were a crime; 
To love, and to Eurydice, go free: 
Such welcome as a ruin d town can give, 
Expect from me; the reſt let her ſupply. 
Aar. I go without a bluſh, though conquer'd twice; 
By you, and by my princeſs. [Ex. Adraſtus. 
Cre. [afide)Then 1 am conquer'd thrice; by 9 
And her, and ev'n by him, the ſlave of both: 
Gods, Im beholden to you, for making me your image, 
Wou'd Icou'd make you mine. [Ex. Creon. 
Enter the people with branches in their hands, holding 
them up, and kneeling : two prieſts before them. 
Oedip. Alas, my people ! 
What means this ſpeechleſs ſorrow, down-caſt-eyes, 
And lifted hands! if there be one among you 
Whom grief has left a tongue, ſpeak for the reſt. 
I Pr. O father of thy country! 
To thee theſe knees are bent, theſe eyes are ied, 
As to a vifible divinity: 
A prince, on whom heav'n ſafely might repoſe 
The buſineſs of mankind: for providence 
Might on thy careful boſom ſleep ſecure, 
And leave her taſk to thee. 
But where's the glory of thy former acts! EE 
Ev'n that's deſtroy'd when none ſhall live to ſpeak it. 
Millions of fulje&s ſhalt thou have; but mute: 
A people of the dead; a crowded deſert; 
A midnight filence at the noon of day. 
Oeaip. Ol were our gods as ready with their pity, 
As I with mine, this preſence ſhou'd be throng'd 
With all I left alive; and my fad eyes 
Not ſearch in vain for friends, whoſe promis'd light 
Flatter'd my toils of war. 
1 Pr. Twice our deliverer. 
Oedip. Nor are now your vows 
Addreſt to one who ſleeps: 
When this deen news 1 reach d my ears, 
Dyna s 


i 
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| Dymas was ſent to Delf bos to enquire 
The cauſe and cure of this contagious 1ll : 
And is this day return'd: but ſince his meſſage 
Concern: the publick, I refus'd to hear it 
But in this general preſence : let him ſpeak. 
Dym. A ercadful aniwer from the hallow'd urn, 
And — [ripers did the priefieſs give, 
In theſe myſterious words. 
The Oracle. / d in a curſed Jour, by exrſed hand, 
Blood. royal unreweng 'd, hus curs'd the land. © 
ien Lajus' d--th is exfiated avell, 
Tour plague hall ceoſe: the reſt let Lajus ell. 
O-dip. Dreadful indeed! blood, and a king's blood 

And ſuch a king's, and by his ſub jects ſhed! (too! 
| (Eife why this curſe on Th:bes?) no wonder then 
If monſters, wars, and plagues revenge ſuch crimes. 
If heav'n be juſt, its whole artillery 
All muſt be empty'd on us: not one bolt 

Shall err from 76-5; but more be cali'd for, more: 
New-mou:ded cer of a larger ſize; 
Driv'n by whole fove. Wha, roach anointed pow'r? 
Then gods beware; ede wou'd ni imſelf be next; 
Cou'd) you but rcach him too. 


2 Pr. We mourn the ſad remembrance. 
_ Oedipt. Well you may: 
Worſe tl an a plague infe$ts you: y are devoted 
To mother earth, and to th'infernal pow'rs: 
Hell has a right in you: I thank you, gods, 
That I'm no Theban born: how my blood curdles! 
As if this curſe touch'd me! and touch'd me ncarer 
Than all this preſence ves, tis a king's blood, 
Andi, a king, am ty' in decper bonds 
To expiate this blood : NN from whom, 
Or ho mult I atone it? tell me, 7 ct ans | 
How Lajus fell? for a confus'd report EE 
Paſs'd through my ears, when firit I took the crown: 
But, full of hurry, like a N dream, 
It vaniſlid in the buſineſs of the d. 


1 Pr. He went in private forth; but thinly follow'd; 
And ne'er return'd to Thebes. = 


 Ocdip. Nor any from him? came there end 
None to bring news? 
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2 Pr. But one; and he ſo wounded, 


He ſcarce drew breath to ſpeak ſome ſew faint words: 
DODeaip. What were they? ſomething may be learnt 


| from thence. 

1 Pr. He ſaid, a band of robbers watchdheir paſſe 
Who took advantage of a narrow way, 
To murder Lajus and the reſt: himſelf 
Left too for dead. 

Oedip. Made you no more enquiry, 
IX took this bare relation ? 
2 Pr. "Twas neglected: 


For then the monſter Sphinx began to rage; 
And preſent cares ſoon buried the remote ; 
So was it huſh'd, and never ſince reviv'd. 

Oedip. Mark, Thebans, Mark! | 
Juſt then,. the Sphinx began to rage among you ; ; 
The gods took hold ev'n of th' offending minute, 

dated thence your woes: thence will I trace em. 
Pr. Tis juſt thou ſhould'ſt. 
Oedip. Hear then this dreadful i imprecation ; hear it: 
"Tis laid on all; not any one exempt: 
Bear witneſs hear n, avenge it on the perjur'd. 
If any Th:ban born, if any ftranger, 
| Reveal this murder, or produce its author, 
Ten A?tick talents be his juſt reward: 
But, if for fear, for favour, or for hire, 
The murd'rer he conceal, the curſe of Thebes 
Fall heavy on his head: unite our plagues, 
Ve gods, and place em here: from fire and water, 
Converſe, and all things common, be he baniſh'd. 
But for the murd'rer's iclf, unfound by man, 
Find h m, ye pow'rs celeſtial and inſcrnal ; 
And the ſame fate, or worſe than Lajus met, 
Let be his lot: his children bc accurſt; 
His wife and kindred, all of his be curs d. 
Both Pr. Confirm it, heav'n!- 5 
Enter Jocaſta; attended by avomen. 
Joc. At your devotions? heav'n ſucceed your wiſhes ; J 
And bring th' effect of theſe your pious pray rs 
On you, and me, and all. 
Pr. Avert this omen, heavn! 
Oedip. O fatal ſound, unfortunate Facaſta . 


7 | 


OE D1iyPpvUus. 17 


What haſt thou ſaid ? an ill hour haſt thou choſen 

For theſe fore-boding words: why, we were curſing. 
Foc. Then may that curſe fall only where you laid it. 

Oeaip. Speak no more: 

For all thou ſay'ſt is ominous: we were caring; 

And that dire imprecation haſt thou faſten'd 

On Thebes, and thee, and me, and all of us. 

Foe. Are then my bleſſings turn'd into a curſe? 

O unkind Oedipus! My former lord 

Thought me his bleſſing: be thou like my Lajus. 
Oedip. What, yet again! the third time haſt than 

This imprecation was for Lajus' death, (curs'd me; 


And thou haſt wiſh'd me like him. ow” 


Foc. r me! - 
Oedip. Why doſt thou upon me? prithee, love, 
Take off thy Eye; it . yr too nd. 
| Foc. The more I look, the more I find of Lajus: 
His ſpeech, . his garb, his action; nay, his frown ;. 
(For 1 4 — ſeen it,) but ne'er bent on me. 
Oedip. Are we ſo like? 
Joc. In all things but his love. 
Oeaip. I love thee more. 
80 well I love, words cannot ſpeak how well. 
No pious ſon e er lov'd his mother more 
Than I my dear Jocaſta. 
Joc. I love you too | 
The ſelf-ſame way: and when you <hid, ein 
A mother's love far up in your defence, 
And bade me not be angry : be not you: 
For I love Lajus ſtill as wives ſhou'd love: 
But you more tenderly ; ; as part of me: 
And when I have you in my arms, methinks 
I lull my child aſleep. 
Oedip. Then we are bleſt : a 
Andall.t theſe curſes ſweep along the ſkies, . 
* empty clouds; but drop not on our heads. 
. have not joy d an hour ſince you departed; 
For Jo lick miſeries, and for private 7 1 
But this bleſt meeting has oer - paid em all. 
Good fortune, that comes ſeldom, comes more md, 
All I can wiſh for now, is your conſent (come. 
To make my brother happy. 
Otaip. 


. — l 7. 
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2 How, Jecaſta i 
marriage with his niece E urydic ce. 
8 nele and niece! they are too near, my love; 


"Tis _ like inceſt : tis offence to kind: 
HFad I not oe d, were there no Adraftus, 


No choice but Crcon left her of mankind, 


They ſhou'd not marry; ſpeak no more of i it; 


The thought diſturbs me. 
Jec. Heav'n can never bleſs 


A vow ſo broken, which I made to Creon; | 
Remember, he's my brother. 


Oedip. That's the bar: 


And he thy daughter: nature would abhor 
To be forc'd back again upon her ſelf, 
And, like a whirlpool, fwallow her own ſtreams. 


Foc. Be not difpleas'd; I'll move the ſuit no more. 
. Oedip. No, do not; for, I know not why, it ſhakes 


When but think on inceſt ; move we forward (me 


To thank the gods for my fu ucceſs, and pray 
To waſh the 19 5 of . blood _ * xeunt omnes. 


ACT II. SCENE I 
SC E N E As open gallery. A royal. bed-chamber 
being ſuppos'd behind. 
The Time, Night. Thunder, &c. 
Enter Hzmon, Alcander and Pyracmon. 


: Hem. Ure 'tis the end of all things! fate has torn 


The lock of time off, ou head 1: is now 
The ghaſtly ball of round eternity! 


| Call youtheſe peals of thunder, 4 the yawn 


Of bellowing clouds? by Jove, they ſeem tome 
'The world's Ba ; and thoſe vaſt ſheets of * 


Are its laſt blaze? the tapers of the gods, 


The ſun and moon, run down like waxen- globes; 
The ſhooting ſtars end all in purple jellie:, 


And Chaos is at hand. 


Pyr. "Tis midnight, yet there's not a Theban ſleeps, 


| But ſuch as ne'er muſt wake. All crowd about 
. on ee, = from a God, 


. Help 
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Help of the king; who, from the battlement, 
By the red lightning's glare, deſcry'd afar, 
Atones the angry pow'rs. [Tunder, &c. 

Hen. Ha! Pyracmon, look; 8 

Behold, d4/cander, from yon' weſt of heav'n, 

The perfect figures of a man and woman: 

A ſceptre bright with gems in each right hand, 

Their flowing robes of dazling purple made; 

Diſtinctly yonder in that point they ſtand, 

Juſt weſt; a bloody red ſtains all the place: 

And ſee, their faces are quite hid in clouds. | 

 Pyjr. Cluſters of golden ſtars hang o'er their heads, 

And ſeem ſo crowded, that they burſt upon em: 

All dart at once their baleful influence [= 

In leaking fire. Re ; 

Ac. Long-beardel comets ſtick, 

Like flaming porcupines, to their left ſides, 

As they would ſhoot their quills into their hearts. 
Hen. But ſee! the king, and queen, and all the courtd 

Did ever day or night ſhew ought like this? 

[Tunders again. The ſcene draws and diſcovers the 
prodigics. | | 

Enter Oedipus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraftus, all 
coming forward with amazement. 
Oedip. Anſwer, you pow'rs divine; ſpare all this noiſe, 

This rack of heav'n, and ſpeak your fatal pleaſure. 

Why breaks yon dark and duſky orb away ? 

Why from the bleeding womb of monſtrous night, 

Burſt forth ſuch — of abortive ſtars ? ; 

Pa! my Jocaſta, look ! the filver moon! 

A ſettling crimſon ſtains her beauteous face ! 

She's all o'er blood! and look! behold again, 

What mean the myſtick heav'ns ? ſhe journeys on! 

A ratt eclipſe darkens the labouring planet: 

Sound there, ſound all our inftruments of war; 

Clarions and trumpets, filver, braſs and iron, 

And beat a thouſand drums to help her labour. 
Adr. "Tis vain ; you ſee the prodigies continue; 

Let's gaze no more ; the gods are humourous. 
Ocdip. Forbear, raſh man——once more I aſk your 

pleaſure. Mans 
If that the glow-worm light of human reaſon 


Might 
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Might dare to offer at immortal knowledge, 

And cope with gods, why all this ſtorm of nature? 

Why do the rocks ſplit, and why rolls the ſea ? 

Why thoſe portents in heav'n, and plagues on earth? 

Why yon' gigantick forms, ethereal monſters? 

Alas! is all this but to fright the dwarfs 

Which your own hands have made? then be it ſo. 

Or if the fates reſolve ſome expiation 

For murder'd Lajus; hear me, hear me, gods! 

Hear me thus proſtrate : ſpare this groaning land, 

Save innocent Thebes, ſtop the tyrant death; 

Do this, and lo I ſtand up an oblation 

To meet your ſwifteſt and ſevereſt anger, 

Shoot all at once, and ſtrike me to the centre. 

The cloud draws that weil d the heads of the figures in the 

ſoy, and ſhews em crown'd, with the names of Oedi- 
5 and Jocaſta written above in great characters of 

Adr. Either I dream, and all my cooler ſenſes 


Are vaniſh'd with that cloud that fleets away; 


Or juſt above thoſe two majeſtick heads, 


I ee, I read diſtinctly in large gold, 


Oedipus and Focafta. 
Alc. I read the ſame. 
Aar. Tis wonderful, yet ought not man to wade 

ny. TY 


Too far in the vaſt deep of d 


[Thunder ; and the prodigies vaniſh. 
' Foc. My lord, my. Oedipus, why gaze you now, | 


When the whole heav'n is clear, as. if the 
Had ſome new monſters made ? will you not turn, 


And bleſs your people, who. devour each word. 


You breath ? 


Oedip. It ſhall be ſo. 


| Yes I will die, O Thebes, to fave thee ! 


Draw from my heart my blood, with more content 
Than e&'er I wore thy crown. Yet, O Focafla! 
By all th' indearments of miraculous love, 
all our languiſhings, our fears in pleaſure, 

ich oft have made us wonder ; here I ſwear 
On thy fair hand, upon thy breaſt I ſwear, 
I cannot call to mind, from budding childhood 


To 
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To blooming yort a crime by me committed, 
For nich the au ul gods ſhould doom my death, 
Foc. Tis not you, my lord, 
But he who murder'd Læjus, frees the land: 
Were you, which is impoutble, the man, 
Pernaps my poniard firſt ſhould drink your blood ; 
But you are innocent, as your Jocaſta, 
From crimes iike thoſe. This made me violent 
To fave your life, which you unjuit wo ald loſe: 
Nor can you comprehend, with deepeſt —_ 


Ihe horrid agony you caſt me in, 


When you reſolv'd to die. 
Oedip. Is't poſſible? 
Foc. Alas! why ſtart you fo? her ſtiT'ning grief, 
Who ſaw her children ſlaughter'd all at once, 
Was dull to mine : methinks I ſhould have made 
My boſom bare againſt the armed * 
To ſave my Oedipus. | 
Oedip. I pray, no more. 
Fec. You've filenc'd me, my lord. 
Oedip. Pardon me, dear Jaca a; 
Pardon a heart that finks with ſufferings, 
And can but vent it ſelf in ſobs and murmurs: 
Yet to reſtore my pence, Pl find him out. 
Yes, yes, you gods! you ſhall have ample vengeance 
Lajus murd'rer. O, the traitor's name! 
T'll know't, I will; art ſhall be — for it, 
And nature all unravell'd. 


Joc. Sacred ſir [fetch him, 
Ocdip. Rage will have way, and tis but juſt ; I'll 
Tho' lodg'd in air, upon a dragon s wing, 
Tho' rocks ſhould hide him: nay, he ſhall be dragg'd 
From hell, if charms can hurry him A 
His ghoſt ſhall be, by ſage Tirefias' pow'r, 
(Tirefias, that rules all beneath the moon) 
Confin'd to fleſh, to ſuffer death once more 
And then be plung'd ; in his firſt fires again. 
Enter Creon. 
Cre. My lord, 7 os 7 s attends your pleaſure. 
Oedip. Haſte, and bring him in. 
O, my Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, 
% Creen, and all ye Thebans, now the end 
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Of plagues, of madneis, murders, prodigies, 
Draws on: this battle ot the heav'as and earth 
Shall by his wiido:n be reduc'd to peace. 

Enter Tireſias, leuning on aftaf, 400 his daughter 

| Manto. follow ww by other Vicoans, © 

O thou, whoſe moſt aipiring mind 
Knows all the b.ſfineſs of the courts above, 

Opens the cloſets of the gods, and dares 

To mix with Ye himſelf and fate at council; 
O prophet, anſwer me, declare aloud 

traitor wo conſpir d the death of Lajus : 

Or be they more, who from malignant ſtars : 
Have drawn this plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes ? . 
Tir. We muſt no more than fate commiſſions us 
To tell; yet ſomething, and of moment, I'll unfold, 
If that the god would wake ; I feel him now, 
Like a ftrong ſpirit charm'd into a tree, 
That leaps, and moves the wood without a wind : 
The rouz'd god, as if all this while he lay 
Intomb'd alive, ftarts and dilates himſelf; 
He ſtruggles, and be tears my aged trunk 
With holy fury, my old arteries burſt, 
My rivell'd skin, | 
Like parchment, crackles at the hallow'd fire ; 
I ſhall be young again: Manto, my daughter, 

Thou haſt a voice that migi:t have ſav d the bard 
Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging Bacche nals, 

With lifted prongs, to liſten to thy airs : 
O charm this god, this fury in my boſom, 
Lull nim with tuneful notes, and artful firings, 

With pow'rfal ſtrains; Marta, my lovely child, 

Sooth the unruly god-head to be mild. 

5 SONG to Ar oT o. 

Heœbus, god below'd by nen; 
At thy dawn, every beaſt is rouz'd in bis den; 

4 thy ſetting, all the by birds of thy abſence comp in, 

Aud wwe die, all die till the morning comes again. 

Phoebus, ged below'd by men | 
aol 1 the — F 
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No to this mortal ien Jrings, | 
All bar uri us '  Ouly things! 
Thy dra, ⁊y þ* apr t r. vi ut 

Tyr tbenſ end ton, 1. 7 . 05 2 3 

; With christ * 975 2 * 1 ware him, | 

Ca Hens, and fur. by ad 47 cis hate him : 

Le: mn tell it ir 4 1 5 4, % ma ith the load, | 


1 ab . bus ait a .oht of the terrible god. 


| The wre*. 4. . Wy ned the blood of old Las-. 
| ach zuck is green: Iaacides, 
But c: uel - dreatucſ ne er was long unpuniſh'd - 
The fia ſt ot J. jus” ood his life did ſeize, 
An! urg'd his fa ate, 
Whica clſe had laſting been and ſtrong. 
The etch was L jus kill à muſt bleed or ſiyj; 
Or 5s, mum d with plagues, in ruins lye. 
Odi v. The nrit of / ju.) vivod pronounce the perſon,; 

Ma, the god roar from thy prophetick mouth, 
That e'cn the dead may ſtart up, to behold : 
Name un, I ay, nat molt accurſed wretch, 
For by tae ſtars he dies: 
fron command thee ; 
By Phæbus, ipeik ; for ſudden death's his doom : 
Here ſhall he fali, bleed on this very ſpot : 

His s name, I charge thee once more, ſpeak. 
Tir. Tis loſt, 
Like what we think can never ſhun remembrance ; ; 
Vet of a ſuadden's gone beyond the clouds. 
| Ocdip. Fetch it from thence; ['ll have't, where-e er ic be. 
Cee. Let me intreat you, facre fir, be calm, 
And C eon ſhall point out the great offender. 
Tis true, reſpect of nature might enjoin 
My filence, at another time; but oh 

Much more the pow'r of my eternal love! [try—— 
That, that ſhould firike me dumb: yet TH, u 6 . 
I'n break through all, to ſuccour thee, poor ci y! 
OI muſt ſpeak. 

Oedip. Speak then, if ought thou know , Þ 

As much thou ſeem'ſt to know ; delay no longer. 
Ce. O beauty! O illuſtrious royal maid! 


To vihoy my TRY Wh nad rl newt 


* a 1 | * * 5 5 * 
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The coldeſt nymph might read them without bluſhing, 

Art thou the murd'reſs then of wreiched Lajus ? 

And IJ. muſt I accuſe thee? O my tears! 

Why will you fall in ſo abhorr'd a cauſe ? ER 
But that thy beauteous, barbarous hand deſtroy'd 
Thy father, (O the monſtrous act!) both gods 

And men at once take notice. 

Oedip. Eurydice ! 

Eur. Traitor, go on; I ſcorn thy little malice ; 
And knowing more my perfe& innocence, | 
Than gods and men, then how much more than thee, 

Who art their oppoſite, and form'd a lyar, 

I thus diſdain thee! thou once didſt talk of love; 

| Becauſe I hate thy love, thou doſt accuſe me. 
Aar. Villain, inglorious villain, 
And traitor, double-damn'd, who durſt blaſpheme 
The ſpotlefs virtue of the brighteſt beauty; 
Thou dy'ſt : nor ſhall the facred majeſty, = 
[ Draws and wounds him. 
That guards this place, preſerve thee from my rage. 
Oeaip. Diſarm em both: prince, I ſhall make you 


know | OE 
That I can tame you twice. Guards, ſeize him. 
Adr. Sir, 5 * 


I muſt acknowledge in another cauſe 
Repentance might abaſh me; but I glory 
In this, and ſmile to ſee the traitor's blood. 
Oedip. Creon, you ſhall be ſatisfi d at full. 
Cee. My hurt is nothing, Sir; but I appeal 
To wiſe Trirefias, if my accuſation _ . 
Be not moſt true. The firſt of Laju- blood 5 . 
Gave him his death. Is there a prince before her? ? 
Then ſhe is faultleſs, and I aſk her 1 
And may this blood ne'er ceaſe to drop, O Thebes, . 
If pity of thy ſufferings did not move me 1 F 
To ſhew the cure which heav'n it felf preſcrib'd. V+ 
Eur. Yes Thebans, I will die to fave your lives, 
More willingly than you can wiſh my fate; ; 
Zut let this good, this wiſe, this holy man, 
Pronounce my ſentence: for to fall by him, 
By che vile breath of that prodigious villain, 


Would 


Touch not _—_— by all the gods, 
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Would fink my ſoul, tho' I ſhould diea martyr. 


Adr. Unhand me, ſlaves. O mightieſt of kings, 
See at your feet a prince not us'd to kneel; 


As you would fave your Thebes, but take my liſe: 


For, ſhould ſhe periſh, heav'n would heap plagues on 


Rain ſulphur down,hurl kindled thunder-bolts (plagues, 


Upon your guilty heads. 


Cre. You turn to gallantry, what is but juſtice : 


Proof will be eaſie made. Adrafins was 


The robber who bereft th' unhappy king 


Of life; becauſe he flatly had deny d 
To make ſo poor a prince his ſon-in-law : / 
Therefore twere fit that both ſhould periſh. 


I Theb. Both, let both die. 


A Theb. Both, both; let em die. There, 


Oedip. Hence, you wild herd! for your ring: leader 


Is e ſhall be made example. Hæmon, take him. 


Id 


1 Theb. Mercy, O mercy. 

Oedip. Mutiny in my preſence ! 9 ; 
Hence, let me ſee that buſie face no more. (rage? 
Fir. Thebens, what madneis makes you drunk with 


Enough of guilty death's alrcad/ acted: 
Fierce Creon has accus'd Eurydice, 

Wich prince Aaraſtus; which the God reproves 
By inward checks, and leaves their fate in doubt. 


Oedip. Therefore inſtruct us “hat remains to do, 
Or ſuffer ; for I feel a ſleep like death 


Upon me, and I ſigh to be at reſt. 


Tir. Since that the pow'rs divine refuſe to clear 


The myſtick deed, I'll to the grove of furies ; 
There can force th' infernal gods to fiew _ _ 
Their horrid forms; cach trembling gkoft ſhall rise, 
And leave their grizly king without a water. 

For prince Adraſtus and Eurydice 
My life's engag d, I'll guard em in the Fane, 

Till the dark myſteries of hell are done. 

Follow me, princeſs; 74:bars, all to reit. 

O, Ocdipzs, to morrow————but no more: 

If that thy wakeful genius will permit, | 
| Indulge thy brain this night with ſofter ſlumbers : 

To morrow, O, to — my ſon; 


And 
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And in prophetick dreams thy fate be ſhown. 
[Ex. Tir. Adr. Eur. Man. and Theb. 

_ Cedipus, Jocaſta, Creon, Pyracmon, Hæmon, 


and Alcander. 


Oedip. To bed, my fair, my dear, my beſt Jocaſfa. 


After the toils of war, tis wondrous ſtrange 
Our loves ſhould thus be daſh'id. One moment's 


And I il approach the arms of my belov'd. (thought, 


Tec. Conſume whole years in care, ſo now and then 
I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd eyes 


With one ſhort paſſing = ice, and ſigh my vows: 
0 


This, and no more, my 


rd, is all the paſſion 


Of languiſhing Toce fta. [Exit. 


Ocdip. Thou ſoſteſt, ſweeteſt of the world ! good 
night. © | 
Nay, ſhe is beauteous too ; yet, mighty love! 
I never offer'd to obey thy "laws, 
But an unuſual chilneſs came upon me; 
An unknown hand ſtill check'd my forward joy, 
Dafh'd me with bluſhes, tho no light was near: 
That ev'n the act became a violation. 
Pyr. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. (call me ? 
Gally. Hark! who was that? ha! Cree, didſt thou 
Cre. Not J, my gracious lord, nor any here. 
Oeaip. That's ſtrange ! methought I heard a doleful 


Cry'd Oedipus— the prophet bad me ſleep ; (voice 


He talk'd of dreams, and viſions, and to-morrow ! 
Til muſe no more on't, come what will or can, 

My thoughts are clearer than unclouded flars; 
And with thoſe thoughts I'll reſt : Creon, good night. 
[Exit with Hem. 
5 a Sleep ſeal your eyclids, fir, eternal ſleep. 
But if he muſt ſleep and wake again, O all 
Tormentirg dreams, wild horrors of the night, 
And hags of fancy wing him through the air : 

From precipices hurl him headlong down; 

| Charybdis roar, and death be ſet before him. 

Ac. Your curſes have already tak'n eſtect; 

For he looks very ſad. 
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Cre. May he ho rooted, where he ſtands, for ever; 


His eye-balls never move, brows be unbent, 
His blood, his entrails, liver, heart and bowels, 
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Ze blacker than the place I wiſh him, hell. 
Pyr. No more: you tear your ſelf, but vex not him. 
Methinks 'twere brave this night to force the temple, 

> While blind Tireſias conjures up the friends, * 

And paſs the time with nice Eurydice. 

8 Alc. Try promiſes, and threats, and if all fail, 
Since hell's broke looſe, why ſhould not you be mad ? 
Raviſh, and leave her dead with her Adrafius. 
Cre. Were the globe mine, I'd give a province hourly 

For ſuch another thought. Luſt and revenge! | 
Io ſtab at once the only man Ihate, 

And to enjoy the woman whom I love! 

| Taſk no more of my auſpicious ſtars; 

The reſt as fortune pleaſe ; ſo but this night 
She play me fair, why, let her turn for ever. 

| „ Hæmon. 85 . 
Hem. My lord, the troubled king is gone to reſt ; 

Yet, e er he ſlept, commanded me to clear 

The anti-chambers: none muſt dare be ncar him, 

Cre. Hemon, you do your duty; [[Teuradtr. 
And we obey.— the night grows yet more dreadful! 
*Tis juſt that all retire to their devotions ; 

The gods are angry, but to-morrow's dawn, = 
If prophets do not lie, will make all clear. [ 4s they goof, 
Oedipus enters, walking oficep in his frirt, with a dagger 

in his right hand, and a taper in his left. 

Oedip. O, my Jecaſta! tis for this the wet 
Starv'd ſoldier lies all night on the cold ground; 
For this he bears the ſtorms | 
Of winter camps, and freezes in his arms :. 

To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd ; 

That I could hold thee cver ! 

What means this melancholy light, that ſeems 

The gloom of glowing embers? 

The curtain's drawn; and ſee, ſhe's here again! 
Frecaſa] ka! what, fall'n aflcep ſo ſoon ? | 
How fares my love ? this taper will inform me. 

Ha! lightning blaſt me, thunder 5 

ERivet me ever to Prometheus rock, 

er; And vultures gnaw out my inceſtuous heart. 

By all the gods! my mother Merope! © 

My ſword, a dagger; ha, who waits there ? ſlaves, 
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ha! where art thou 2 5 


wh QUE vurvyrvums--- 


My ſword : what, Hæ mon, dar ſt thou, villain, ſtop me? 
With thy own ponyard periſh. Ha! who's this? 
Or ist a change of death? by all my horrors, 
New murder; thou haſt ſlain old Pe/ybus - 
Inceſt and parricide, thy father's murderer ! 
Out, thou infernal flame: now all is dark, 
All blind and diſmal ; moſt triumphant miſchief! 
And now, while thus I ſtalk about the room, 
I challenge fate to find another wretch NCC 
Like Oedipus ! | J 
Enter Jocaſta, attenatd with lights, in a night-gown. 
Oedip. Night, horror, death, confuſion, hell, and 
Where am I? O, Focafta, let me hold thee, (furies! 
Thus to my boſom, ages let me graſp thee: 
All that the hardeſt temper'd weather'd fleſh, 
With fierceſt human ſpirit inſpird can dare 
Or do, I dare; but, oh, you pow'rs, this was 
By infinite degrees too much for man. 
Methinks my deafen'd ears 3 
Are burſt ; my eyes, as if they had been knock'd 
By ſome tempeſtuous hand, ſhoot flaſhing fire: 
That ſleep ſhould do this! o_ 
Fec. Then my fears were true. 5 
Methought I heard your voice, and yet I doubted, 
Now roaring like the ocean, when the winds | 
Fight with the waves; now, in a ſtill ſmall tone 
Your dying accents fell, as wrecking ſhips, 
Aſter the Keadful yell, ſink murmuring down, 
And bubble up a noiſe. 
Oedip. Truſt me, thou faireſt, beſt of all thy kind. 
None e'er in dreams was tortur'd ſo before. 
Yet what moſt ſhocks the niceneſs of my temper, 
Ev'n far beyond the killing of my father, 
And my own death, is, that this horrid ſleep 
 Daſh'd my ſick fancy with an act of inceſt: 
I dreamt, Jocaſta, that thou wert my mother; 
Which, tho* impoſſible, ſo damps my ſpirits, 
That I cou d do a miſchief on my ſelf, 7 
Leſt I ſhould ſiecp'and dream the like again 
Foc. O Oeai pus, too well I ts yoo! 
I know the wrath of heav'n, the care of Thebes, 
The eries of its inhabi:ants, war's toils, = 1 


And thouſand other labors of the ſtate, 


Inflam'd my breaſt, ſince firſt our loves were lighted. ; 


The greateſt oath, I ſwear, they are molt true: 


Be gone, Chimeres, to your mother clouds: 
Is there a fault in us? have we not ſearch'd 


Seem like phyſicians, at a loſs to help us : 
-  Theretore, line wrerches that have linger'd long, 
Well ſnatch the ſtrongeſt cordial of our love; 
Io bed, my fair. 1 


Claſp'd in the folds of 1 
And act my joys, tho' thunder ſhake the room. 
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Are all referr'd to you, and 01ght to take ou 
For ever from Jocafeco. 

Or aip. Life of my life, and treaſure of my ſoal, 
Heav'n knows I love thee. oh | | 
 Fec. O, you think me vile, 

And of an inclination fo ignoble, 
That I muft hide me from your eyes for ever. 


Be witneſs, gods, and ſtrike Jocaſta dead, 


If an immodeſt thought, or low defire 


| „ [Amdinr, 
Ocaip. O riſe, and add not, by thy cruc! kinnet;, 

A grief more ſenſible than all my torment +, 

Thou think'ſt my dreams are forg'd; but. by thy ſelr, 


But, be they what they will, I here diſiniſs em; 


The womb of heav'n, examin'd all the entrails 
Of birds and beaſts, and tir'd the prophet's art.? 
Yet what avails? he, and the gods together, 


Gooff within. Oeditus l 
Oedip. Ha! who calls? 
Didft thou not hear a voice ? 
Tec. Alas! I did. 
Ghoſt. Focaſin! | ES 
agg (=, hl my lord, ſupport nee 
_ Oegip. Call louder, till you burſt your airy forme: 
Reſt on my hand. Thus, arm'd with mnoccnce, 


III face theſe babling Demons of the air: 


In ſpight of ghoſts, I'll on. 


Tho round my bed the furies plant their charms ; 


PI break em, with 14 in my armee 
ove, I'll wait my doom ; 


[Excuzt. 
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ACT III. SCENE TL 
SCENE YY oy 


Enter Creon, and Diocles. 


| Cre. 7 IS better not to be, than be unhappy. 
_ - what mean you by theſe words ? 
Cre. Tis better not to be, * to be Crcor. 
A thinki ing ſoul is puniſhment enough; 
But when tis great, like mine, and wretched too, 
Then every thought draws blood. 
Dioc. You are not wretched. 
Cre. Tam: my ſoul's ill married to my body. 
F wou'd be young, be handſome, be belov'd : 
Cou'd I but breathe my ſelf into Adraftus —— 
Dioc. You rave; call home your thoughts. 
Cre. I prithee, let my ſoul take air a while; 
Were ſhe in Ocdipus, I were a king; 
Then I had kill'd a monſter, gain d a battle; 
And had my rival pris ner; brave, brave actions: 
Why have not I done theſe? 
Dioc. Your fortune hinder'd. | 
Cre. There's it: Thave a ſoul to do 'em all: 
But fortune will have nothing done that's great, 
But by young, handſome foals : body and Fawn: 
Do all her work : Hercaulcs was a fool, 
And ſtraight grew famous ; a mad boiſt rous fool, 
Nay worſe, a woman's fool. 
Fool is the ſtuff, of which heav'n makes a hero. 
Dioc. A ſerpent ne'er becomes a flying Ks 
Till he has eat a ſerpent. _ 
Cre. Goes it there 
L underftand thee ; J muſt kill Adroftus. 
 _ Dizc. Or not enjoy your miſtre!s: 1 
Eurydice and he are pris ners here, 
But will not long be ſo: this tell - tale ghoſt, 
Perhaps, will clear em both. 
Cee. Well: 'tis reſolv'd. 
Dioc. The princeſs walks this Way; you mul not 
meet her, 
Till this be done. 
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Cre. 


Into your lifeleſs lips: 
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Cre. 1 mult. 
Dioc. She hates your fight : 

And more fince you accus'd her. 
Cre. Urge it not. 

I cannot ſtay to tell thee my deſign ; ; 


For ſhe's too near. 
Enter Eurydice. 


How, madam, were your thoughts employ'd ? 


Eur. On death, and thee. 
Cre. Then were they not well ſorted : life and me 


Had been the better match. 


Eur. No, I was thinking 


On two the moſt deteſted things in nature; 
And they are death and thee. 


Cre. The thought of death to one ncar death is 
O ' tis a fearful thing to be no more: (drcad ful: = 


Orif to be, to wander after death ; 


To walk, as ſpirits do, in brakes all day ; 


And when the darkneſs comes, to glide in paths 
That lead to graves : and inthe filent vaulr, 


Where lyes your own pale ſhrowd, to hover o er it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden corpſe ; EF 
And often, cften, vainly breathe your ghoſt 


Then, like a lone venighted W 
Shut out from lodging, ſhall your groans be anfy erd 


By whiſtling winds, w hoſe ev cry blaſt will fuake 
Your tender form to atoms. 


Eur. Muſt I be this thin being? and thus wander 


No quiet after death! 


Cre. None: you muſt b 


This beauteous body ; all this youth and frelhre 
— Muſt be no more tlie object of deſire, 


But a cold lump of clay; 


Which then your diſcontented ghoſt will 1210 e, 


And loath its former lodging. 


This is the beſt of what comes after death, 
Ev'n to the beſt. 


Eur. What then ſhall be thy lot! 


Eternal torments, baths of boiling ſulphur : 


Viciſſitudes of fires, and then of froſts ;. 
And an old guardian fiend, ugly as thou art, * 
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To hollow in thy ears at every laſh; 
This for Eurydice ; theſe for her Adraftue. 
Cre. For her Adraftus! . 
Ear. Yes, for her Adraſtus : 
For death ſhall ne er divide us: death, what's death! 
Dioc. You ſeem'd to fear it. 
Eur. But I more fear Creor : 
To take that hunch-back'd Weder i in my — 
Th' excreſcence of a man. 
Dioc. to Cre. See what you've gaind. 
Eur. Death only can be dreadful to the bad: 
To innocence, tis like a bug- bear dreſs d | 
To frighten children; pull but off his 1 
And he'll appear a friend. 
Cre. You talk too ſlightly 
Of death and hell. Let me inform you better. 
Eur. You beſt can tell the news of your own country. 
Di. Nav, now you are too ſharp. Op 
Eur. Can I be ſo to one who has accus'd me 
Of murder and of parrieide? 
Cre. Von provok'd me; 
And yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 
As next of blood to Lqjus: be advis , 
And yo i may live. 
Eur. The mean. ? 
Cre. "Tis oaer'd you. 
The ſool l tas accus'd ) wiel. 
Ver He las indeed, to rake dhe guiit from me. 
Cre. He ay , ke oves you ; if he does, "us well: 
Ile ne'er cor prove it in a better time. 


Eur. Then death mult be his recompence for love | f 


Cre. Tis a fool" jait reward : 
The v/ife can malze a better ute of life: 
Dat *cis the young man's pleaſure ; his ambition: 
g radge him not that favour. 
; "Wor. When he's dcad, EE. 
| Where ſhall I find his equal! | 
Cie. Every where. 
Fine empty things, like him, 
he court ſwarms with em. 


Fine fighting things; ; in camps they are fo. common, 


Crows feed 6 on nothing elſe; ** of ſools; 
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A glut of 'em in Thebes. 


And fortune ſtill takes care they ſhou'd be ſeen : 
She places em aloft, o'th' topmoſt ſpoke _ 


Of all her wheel : fools are the daily work 


| Of nature; her vocation : if ſhe form 


A man, ſhe loſes by't, tis too expenſive ; 
"Twou'd make ten fools: a man's a prod! 
Eur. That is, a Creon: O thou black detractor, 


Who ſpitt'ſt thy venom againſt gods and men! 


Thou enemy of eyes: 
Thou who lov'ſt nothing, but what nothing loves, 
And that's thy ſelf : who haſt conſpir'd againſt 


My life and fame, to make me loath'd by all; 


-_ 
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And only fit for thee. 
But for Adio ſtus death, good gods, his death! : 
What curſe ſhall I invent? 
Dioc. No more, he's here. 
Eur. He ſhall be ever here. 
He who wou d give his life ; give up his fame. 
Erter Adraſtus. 
If all the excellence of womankind 
Were mine; no, tis too little all for kim: 
Were I made up of endleſs, endleſs joys ——— _ 
Aar. And ſo thou art: the man who loves lite 
"me; 
Wou'd think ev'n EE the —__ of ills, 
Were cheaply purchas'd, were thy love the price: 
Uacrown'd, a captive, nothing left, but honour ; 
"Tis the laſt thing a prince ſhould throw away; 
But when the ſtorm grows lo.:d, and threatens love, 
Throw ev'n that over-board, for love's the * 
And laſt it muſt be kepft. ; 
_ Cre. to Dioc. Work him, be fre 
To rage, he's paſſionate ; 
Make him th aggreflor. 
Dioc. O faiſe love! falſe honour ! 
Cre. Diſſembled both, and falſe! 
Adr. Dar'ſt thou ſay dus to me! 5 
Cre. To you ! why, what are you, that 1 ſhould ſcar 
T am not Lajus: hear me, prince of A, gos, (yoa ? 
You give what's nothing, when you give your honour ; 
Tis Sone; tis loſt in battle. For your love, So 
B 5 Vow 


— — 


Vows made in wine are not ſo falſe as that: 


You kill'd her father; you confeſs'd you did: (ter 
A mighty argument to prove your paſſion to the daugh- 


Asad. ( Aſide.) Gods, muſt I bear this brand, and not 
The lie to his foul throat! Gs (retort 


Diac. Baſely you kill'd him. 


Adr. ( Afide. ) O, T burn inward, my blood's all Oßre. 

Alcides, when the poiſon'd ſhirt fat cloſeſt, 
Had but an ague- fit to this my fever. 
Vet, for Eurydice, ev'n this I'l! ſuffer, 


To free my love. Well then I kill'd him baſely. 
Cre. Fairly, I'm ſure, you cou'd not. 

Dioc. Nor alone. 

Cre. You had your fellow-thieves about you, prince; 

They conquer'd, and you kill d. 
Aar. ( Aſide.) Down, ſwelling heart ! 

Tis for thy princeſs all---O my Eurydice ! 
Eur. to : him. Reproach not thus the weakneſs of my 


As if I cou'd not bear a ſhameful death, (ſex, 


Rather than ſee you burden'd with a crime 


Of which I know you free. 


Cre. You do ill, madam, 
To let your head-long love triumph o'er nature: 


Dare you defend your father's murderer ? 


Eur. You know he kill'd him not. 
Cre. Let him ſay ſo. 


Dioc. See, he ſtands mute. 
Cre. O pow'r of conſcience, ev'n in wicked men! 


It worles, it ſtings, it will not let him utter 


One ſyllable, one No, to clear himſelf 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid act 


That Cer cou'd. ſtain a villain, n not a prince. 


Aar. Ha! villain! 
Dioc. Eccho to him, groves : cry villain. 
Aar. Let me conſider: did I murther * | 


Thus like a villain ? 


Cre. Beft revoke your words ; 


And fay, you kill'd him not. 


Aar. Nor like a villain; ns change me 5 that: 
For an other lie. 


Dioc. No, villain, villain. 
Ce. You kill'd * not! * your innocence . 


Accule - : 


[To her. 
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Accuſe the princels : ſo I knew twou'd be. 
.. I thank tlice, thou inſtruct'ſt me. 
No matter how kill'd him. 
Cre. (Aſi.) Cool'd again. (ence, 
Eur. Thou, who uſurp'ſt he ſacred name of conſci- 
Did not thy own declare him innocent ? 
To me Ceclare him ſo? the king ſhall know it. 
Cre. You will not be believ'd, for I'll forſwear it. 
Eur. What's now thy conſcience ? OY 
Cre. Tis my ſlave, my drudge, my ſupple glor b; | 
My upper garment, to put on, throw off, 
As I think beſt: tis my obedient conſcience. 
Aar. Infamous wretch ! 
Cee. My conſcience ſhall not do me the ill office 
To fave a rival's life ; when thou art dead, 
(As dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet more baſe 
Than thou think'ſt me, 
By forfeiting her life, to ſave thy own.—) 
Know this, and let it grate thy very ſoul, | 
She ſhall be mine: (ſhe is, if vows were binding.) 
Mark me, the fruit of all thy faith and paſſion, 
Ev'n of thy fooliſh death, ſhall all be mine. 
Adr. Thine, ſay'ſt thou, monſter ; 
Shall my love be thine ? 
O, I can bear no more! 
Thy canning engines have with labour rais o 
My heavy anger, like a wighty weight, 
To fall and cruſh thee dead. 7 
See here thy nup̃tials; ſee, thou raſh Ixion, [Dracne. 
Thy promis'd Juno vaniſh'd in a cloud. | 
And 1n her room avenging thunder 1 row ls, 
To blaſt thee thus. come both [ Bats WP, 
Cre. "Twas what I wiſh'd: 
Now ſee whoſe arm can launch the ſurer bolt, 
Ard who's the better Fowe ! Ele. 
Eur. Help; murther, help! | 
Enter Hæmon and guards, run betavixt thee: „aus fret 
dium their fwvords - (furicr, 
| Ham. Hold, hold your impious hands: I chi: wo the -. 
To whom this grove is hailow'd, have inſpir'd von: 
Now, by my ſou], the holieſt earth of Tabs 
You have profan'd with war. Nor tree, nor pr lant 
Gies 
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Grows here, but what is fed with magick juice, 

All full of human ſouls, that cleave their barks, 

To dance at midnight by the moon's pale beams : 

At leaſt two hundred years theſe reverend ſhades 

Have known no blood, but of black ſheep and oxen, 


Shed by the prieſt's own hand to Pr:/erpine. 


Aar. Forgive a ſtranger's ignorance ; I knew not 


"The honou;s of the place. 


Hm. Thou, Cron, didſt. 


Not 0«./*545, were all his foes here lodg'd, 


Purſt violate the religion of theſe groves, 
To touch one ſingle hair: but muſt, unarm'd, 
Parle, as in truce, or ſurlily avoid | 
hat moſt he long'd to kill. 

Cre. I drew not firſt; 
But in my own defence. 
Act. | was provok d- 1 
Beyond man's patience : all, reproach cou'd urge, 
Was us'd, to kindle one not apt to bear. 

[izm. "Tis Oaifus, not I, muſt judge this at: 
Lord Creon, you and Diacles retire ; 
Tirefias, and the brother-hood of prieſts, 
Approach the place: none at theſe rites aſſiſt, 
But you th' accus'd ; who, by the mouth of Læjus, 
Auſt be abfolv'd, or doom'd. | 

Aar. I dear my fortune. 

Er. And I provoke my tral. 

Ham. Tis at hand: | 3 
bor ſee the prophet comes, with vervain crown'd; 
The prieſts with yew; a venerable band: 
We leaye you to the gods. 1 
[Exit Hzm. with Cre. and Dioc, 


Eater Tireſias, Ied by Manto : the prieſts follow ; all : 


cleathed in long black habits. 
Tir. Approach, ye lovers; 


Ill-fated pair! whom ſeeing not, I know : 
This day your kindly ſtars in heav'n were join d: 


When lo! an envious planet interpos'd, = 
And threaten'd both with death. I fear, I fear. 
Eur. Is there no god, ſo much a friend to love, 
Who can controul the malice of our fate ? 
Are they all deaf? or have the giants heav'n ? 


— 


Tir. 
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Tir. The gods are juſt 


But how can ſinite meaſure inſinite? 


Reaſon! alas, it does not know it ſelf! 
Vet man, vain man, wou'd with this ſhort-lin'd plummet,. 


Fathom the vaſt abyſs of heav'nly Juſtice. 


Whatever is, is in its cauſes juſt, 


Since all things are by fate. But purblind man 
Sees but a part o'th* chain, the neareſt links; 


His eyes not carrying to that equal beam 
That poizes all above. 


Eur. Then we muſt die! 3 
Tir. The danger's imminent this day. 
Aar. Why then, there's one day leſs for human ills: 


And who wou d moan himſelf for ſuffering that, 
Which in a day muſt paſs? ſomething or nothing— 


i ſhall be what I was again, before 
I was Aaraſius ; | 
Penurious heav'n, can'ſt thou not add a night 


To our one day? give me a night with her, 
And III give all the reſt. 


Tir. She broke her vow 
Firſt made to Creoz : but the time calls on : 
And Lajus death mult now be made more plain. 
How loath I am ro have recoucſc to rites 


So fell of horror, that I once rejoice 
1 want the uſe of fight !- 


1 Pr. The ceremonies fray. 
Tir, Chuſe the d -arkett part o'th' crove ; 
Such as ghoſts at noon- day love. 


* Dig a trench, and dig it nigh 


Where the boncs of Lojus lye. 
Altars rais'd, of turf or Lone, 


Will th infernal p pow'rs have none. 


Anſwer me, if this be done? 
All. Pr. Tis done. 
Fir. Is the ſacriſice made fit? 
Draw her backward to the pit: 


Draw the barren heifer back; 


Barren let her be, and black. 

Cut the curlcd hair that grows 

Full betwixt her horns and brows : — 

And turn your ſaces from the ſun: 
Anſwer me, if this be done? . All. 
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All. Pr. Tis done. 

Tir. Pour in blood and blood-like . 
To mother earth and Preſer pine: 

Miingle milk into the ſtream.; 
Feaſt the ghoſts that love the ſteam; 
Snatch a brand from funeral pile ; 
Toſs it in to make em boil; 

And turn your faces from the fun 
Anſwer me, if all be done? 

All. Pr. All is done. 5 3 
Peal of thunder ; and flaſhes of Iiebtning ; ; ; then r 
Beloau the ſtage. 

Man. O, what laments are thoſe ? 

Tir. The groans of ghoſts, that cleave the earth wick 
And heave it up: they pant and ſtick half way, 
[The flage wholly darken'd. 

Mar. And now a ſudden darknefs covers all, 

True genuine night: night added to the groves ; 
The fogs are blown full in the face of heav'n. 

Tir. Am I but half obey d! internal gods, 

| Mult you have muſick too? then tune your voices, 
And let em have ſuch i as hell ne er heard 
Since Orpheus brib'd the ſhades. 


Muſicl firft. Then fing. 
1 Hear, ye fuller pow.*rs Bela. 
Hear, ye taſcers of the dead. 
2. You that boiling caulduons bloav, 
You that ſcum the molten lead. 
3. You that inch with red at tongs 3 - 
1. You that drive the trembling beſts 
/ poor, poor ghoſis, 
With your jo pen fprengs; 
2. You that thiujl um off the brim; 
3. You that j lunge em cue they uin: 4 
1. Till tho . N 5 
| Till thr; g 
On @ rew 
Dawn, down, down, 
Ten thouſand, ther ud, *heuſand futhoms low. 
Chorus. 7i1/ they drown, &C. . 
1. Dufict 
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1. Muſik * a while 
"* Shall your cares beguile : 


Mondring how our pains were card; 


2. And dill d to be fleas'd ; 
L Till Alecto free the dad 


From their eternal band; 


Jul the ſnakes de ep from her head, 


And <: ip from out her hands. 


1. Come ara 


Ds not flay, 
But obey 


While we play, 


For hel['s broke up, and ghoſts have holz-day. 
Chorus. Come away, &c. 


[A flaſh of lightning: the ſtage is made bright; and 


the ghoſts are ſeen paſſing betwixt the trees. 
1. Lajis! 2. Lajus! 3. Lajus! 

1. Heer! 2. Hear! 3. Hear! 

Tir. Hear and appear. 


q By the Fates that ſpun thy thr . 7 


Cho. Vicl are three. 
Tir. By the furies fi erce and dr cad f 
Cho. IFhich are three. 
Tir. By the judges of the dead , 
Cho. V Rick are threc. 
Three times three 


Tir. By helÞs blue flame: 


os © : : 
EIS. 3 


By the Stygian late: 
Aud A Demogorgon's va, 
At kd gh: quake, * 
Heor uud oppea | 
[The pboſt of Lojus 185 ar in his chariot as he 
Vas ſlain. And behind his chariot ſic the three who. 
were murder“ With him. | 
Gio? if e. Why haſt thou drawn n me from my 
| pains below a | 


To ſuF.r worſe above? to ſee the day, 


An ; mance ua. A ? hell is heav'n to Thebes. 

For p ry tend me a.” , where L ma;” hide, 

In i., nigut, . iomominrions head: 

In ae! dan t the 9 i-. fom; art mn 

They aant me for heir ont, and hoot me as I fly: 
» Behold 
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Behold ev'n now they grin at my Sor d fide, 
And chatter at my wounds. 

Tir. I pity thee: 
Tell but way Thebes is for by death accurſt, 

And Til unbind the charm. | 
Ghoſt. O ſpare my ſhame. 
Tir. Are theſe two innocent ? ; 4 
6e. Of my death they are. 4 
But he who holds my crown, oh, muſt I ſpeak ! 
Was doom'd to do what nature moſt abhors. | 
The gods foreſaw it ; and forbad his being, I 
Before he yet was born. I broke their laws, 
And cloath'd with fleſh his pre-exiſting ſoul. 3 
Some kinder pow'r, too weak for deſtiny, 4 
Took pity, and endu'd hjs new form'd maſs 
With temperance, juſtice, prudence, fortitude, 

And ev'ry kingly virtue: but in vain; 3 

For fate, that ſent him hood-winkt to the nels. | 

Perform'd its work by his miſtaking hands. 

Aſk thou who murder'd me ? twas Ocdipus : 

Who ſtains my bed with inceſt 7 Oe#pus : 

For whom then are you curſt, but Ocdifus ? 

He comes. the parricide, I cannot hear him: 

My wounds ake at him: oh, his merd'rous breath. 

Venoms my airy ſubſtance! hence with him, 

Baniſh him; ſweep him out; the plague he bears 

Will blaſt your fields, and mark his way wit! ruin. 

From 7 bebes, my krone: my bed, let him o/ d v'n; 

Do you forbid him earth, and I'll forbid hin heav 'n. 

[Ghrji A fer ads. 

Erter Oedipus, Creon, Hæmon, &c. 

Ocaip. What's this me: nonght! ſome peſtilential blaſt 

Struck me juſt ent'ring and tome unſeen hand 

Struggled to puſh me ba . ard: tell: > why 

My hair ſtands briſtling up! „hy my fl ih trembles ! * 

You ſlare at me! then hell has been Hong ye, 
And ſome lag ſiend yet lingers in the grove. 

Tir. What omen ſaw' ſt thou ent'ring ? 

Oedip. A young ſtork, 
That bore his aged parc it on his back; 
Till, weary with the weizht, he ſhook him off, 
And peck d out both his « 112 


Ar. 


5 Tho' I am ſilent. 
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Aar. Oh, Oedipus! 
Eur. Oh, wretched Ocdifus ! 
Tir. O! fatal king! PEE 
Oedip. What mean theſe exclamations of my name? 
T thank the gods, no ſecret thoughts reproach me: 
No; I dare challenge heav'n to turn me outward, 
And ſhake my ſoul quite empty in your fight. 
Then wonder not, that I can bear unmov'd 
Theſe fix d regards, and ſilent threats of eyes: 
A generous fierceneſs dwells with innocence; 
And conſcious virtue is allow'd ſome pride. 
Tir. Thou know'ſt not what thou E f. 
Ocaip. What mutters he! tell me, E 
Thou ſhak'ſt: thy ſoul's a woman. Speak, Aaraſtus; 
And boldly, as thou met'ſt my arms in 
Dar'ſt chon not ſpeak ? why then 'tis . 
Tireſias, thee I ſummon by "th prieſthood, 
Tell me what news from hell: where Lajus points, 
And who's the guilty head ? 
Tir. Let me not anſwer. 
q Oedip. Be dumb then, and betray thy native e foil. 
> To farther plagues. 
43 Tir. I dare notname him to thee. 
Oedip. Dar'ſt thou converſe with hell, and canſt 
An human name! (chou fear 
Ter. Urgeme no more to tell a thing, which known 
Would —— thee more unhappy : 'twill be found, 


ce: 


Ocdip. Old and obſtinate! then ** thy ſelf 
Art author or accomplice of this murder, 
And ſhun ſt the juſtice, which by publick bann 
Thou haſt incurr'd. 
Tir. O, if the guilt were mine 
It were not half 70 o great know, etched man, 
* Thou only, thou art guilty ; thy own a curls 
3 Falls heavy on thy ſelf. 
Oeaip. Speak this again: 
But ſpeak it to the winds when they are loudeſt : 
Or to the raging ſeas, they'll how & as _ 
And ſooner will believe. ; 
Tir. Then hear me, heavin, 
For * thou haſt ſeen it: hear me, earth, 8 
1 
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Whoſe hollow womb could not contain this murder, 
But ſent it back to light: and, thou hell, hear me, 

| Whoſe own black ſeal has 'firm'd this horrid truth, 
Oeditus murther'd Lajus. 

Ocdip. Rot the tongue, 

And blaſted be the mouth that ſpoke that lie. 
Thou blind of ſight, but thou more blind of ſoul. 

Tir. Thy parents thought not ſo. 

Oedip. Who were my parents? 

Tir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon. 

Ocdip. Why ſeek I truth from thee? 

The ſmiles of courtiers, and the harlot's tears, 

The tradeſman's oaths, and . of an _ 
Are truths to what prieſts tell. 

O why has prieſthood privilege to lie, 

And yet to be believ'd !—— thy age protects the 

Tir. Thou canſt not kill me; tis not in thy fate, 
As twas to kill thy father; wed thy mother; 

And beget ſons, thy brothers. 

Oecdip. Riddles, riddles! 

Tir. Thou art thy ſelf a riddle; a perplext 
Obſcure Enigma, which when thou unty ſt, 

Thou ſhalt be found and loſt. 

Ocdip. Impoflible! | 
Aura ſtus, ſpeak, and as thou art a king, | 
| Whoſe royal word is ſacred, clear my fame. 
Aur. Wou'd I cou'd! 

Oedip. Hay wilt thou not? can that Plebeian viee 
Of lying mount to kings! can * be tainted « : 
Then truth is loſt on earth. 
Cee. The cheat's too groſs: 
| Adreftus is his oracle, and he, 
The pious Juggler, but Aare us organ: 

Oedip. Tis plain, the prieſt's ſuborn'd to free the 
Cee. And turn the guilt on you. __ (pris'ner. 
Ocai. O, honeſt Creon, how haſt thou yo! ** 

Eur. Hear m. 

Cre. She's brib'd to . her lovers life. 

Aar. If, Ordipus, _ think't ——— 

Cre. Hear him not f es 

Aur. Then hear theſe holy men. 


Cre. Preis, priefs! ai brib', all pricfs. 


aas. 


1 My ſoul then ftole n my 
It cannot 
4 And goad my memory oh my Jacaſta! 


x No leſs than murder! 


| And inceſt; bear not theſe a rightful ſound? ? 


© He charges me 


I did not hear him ſpeaki it: they accuſe me; 


OEDirUus 
Oedip. Adra ſtus, T have found thee: 
'The malice of a vanquiſh'd man has ſeiz'd thee. 
Adr. If envy and not truth 
Oeaip. Tl hear no more: away with him. 5 
Hæmon takes him off ”, " "og Creon and Ed 
0:10XVU 
t Tir. Why GPA ang here, impoſtor ! 
So old, and vet ſo wicked lic for gain! 
And gain ſo ſhort as age can promiſe thee ! 
Tir. So ſhort a time as I have yet to live 
Exceeds thy pointed hour; remember Lajus: 
No more; if eier we meet again, twill be 
In mutual darkneſs; we ſhall feel before us 
To reach each other's hand ; remember Lajus. 
; 2 Ex. Tireſias: 22 follow. 
OEdipus ſoles. 
| Remember Lajus ! that's the burden ſtill : 
Murder and inceſt! but to hear em nam'd 
My foul farts in me: the good centinel 
Stands to her weapons, takes the firſt alarm 
To guard me from ſuch crimes——Did I kill Laa ? 
Then I walk d ſleeping, in ſome frightful dream, — 
ws, Are out by night; 
And brought me back to bed e er morning wake. 
* ev'n this remoteſt way, 
But ſome dark hint would juſtle forward now, 


Enter Jocaſta. 
Foc. Why are you thus diſturb d? 
Oedip. Why, would'it thou think it? 


Joc. Murder! what of e 
Ocdip. Is murder then no more? add parricide, 


2 Alas! 
O-dip. How poor a pity is, alas, 


3 For two ſuch crimes !——-was L-jus us 4 to lie? 
Foc. Ch no: the moſt ſincere, plain, honeſt man 
| ? One v.! ho aviorr'd a lie. 


Ocdip. Then he has got that quality i in hell. 
but why accuſe I him? 


The 
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The prieſt, Adraftus and Eurydice, 
Of murdering Lajus ———tell me, while I think on't, 
Has old Tireſias practis d long this trade? 
Foc. What trade? 

Oedip. Why, this foretelling trade > 
| Foc. For many years. 

Ocdip. Has he before this day accus'd me? 

Fec. Never. | 

Oedip. Have you e'er this enquir d, who did this 

Foc. Often; but ſtill in vain. (murder? 
| Ocaip. I'm fatisfy'd. 
Then 'tis an infant lie ; but one day old. 
The oracle takes place before the prieſt ; 
The blood of Læjus was to murder — : 
I'm not of Lias blood. 

Foc. Ev'n oracles 
Are always doubtful, and are often forg d: 
Lajus had one, which never was fulkIl'd, 
— ever can be now. 
edip. And what foretold it ? 


. by me, fore-doom'd = 


The murderer of his father : true indeed, 

A fon was born; but to prevent that crime, 
The wretched, infant of a guilty fate, 
Ros trough his untry'd feet, and bound with cords, 
On a bleak mountain, naked was expos'd : 
The king himſelf liv'd many, many years, 

And found a different fate; by robbers murder'd, 
Where three ways meet: yet theſe are oracles; 
And this the faith we owe 'em. 
Oedip. Say ſt thou, woman? | 

By heav'n thou haſt awaken'd ſomewhat i in me, 

That ſhakes my very ſoul: 
Fac. What, new diſturbance! ſaid'ſt it!) 


Ocaip. Methought thou ſaid'ſt (or 40 I dream thou 


This murder was on Lajus' perſon done, 
Where three ways meet? 
| Foc. So common fame reports. 
Oedip. Would it had ly d. 
Joc. Why, good my lord? 
 Oecdip. No queſtions : 
Tis buſy time "wich me; e mine firſt; 


Say 


1 Py ? * 2+ 2 8 r j \ : " 
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Sa 1kere, where was it done! 


„ .jean you the murder? (murder? 
O:c-/.. Could'ſt thou not anſwer without naming 
Joc. hey ſay in Phocis; on the verge that parts it 
From H. ulia and from Delphos. 

Ocdip. So! how long! when happen d this ! 
Foc. Somelittle time before you came to Thebes. 
Oedip. Wiat will the gods do with me! 

Foc. What means that thought? | 
Ocdip. Something: but 'tis not yet your turn to aſk : 


How old was L-jzs, what his ſhape, his ſtature, 


_ His action, and his mien? quick, quick, your anſwer 


Foc. Big made he was, and tall: his port was fierce, 
| Erect his countenance : manly majeſty 

Sat in his front, and darted Fi 

| Commanding all he view'd: his hair juſt grizled, 


om his eyes, 


As in a green old age: bate but his years, 
Vou are his picture. (his picture 


Oedip. [ Afide.] Pray heav'n he drew me not! am I 


* Fac. Sol have often told you. 


Oedip. True, you have; 


Add that but to the reſt: how was the king 


: Attended when he travell'd? 


Foc. By four ſervants: 


b He went out privately. 


Oedip. Well counted ſtill: 


| One ſcapꝰd I hear; what ſince became of him? 


Foc. When he beheld you firſt, as king in Hebe, 


| He kneel'd, and trembling beg'd I wou'd diſmiſs kim: 
He had my leave; and now he lives retir'd. 


t, 
is 
? 
; 
3, 
) Jy 
u 1 


 Oedip. This man muſt be produc'd; he muſt, Zoc-ſta; 
Tec. He ſhall—yet have I leave to aſk you Why? 
Oedip. Yes, you ſhall know: for where ſhould I re- 

The anguiſh of my ſoul, but in your breaſt? (poſe 

I need not tell you Corinth claims my birth ; | 

My parents, Polybus and Merope, „ | 

Two royal names; their only child am I. 

It happen'd once; 'twas at a bridal feaſt, a 

One, warm with wine, told me I was a foun ling, 

Not the king's ſon; I, ſtung with his reproach, 


Struck him: my father heard of ii: the man 


Was made aſk pardon; and the buſineſs huſh'd. 7 45 
8 | Tec. 
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Foc. "Twas ſomewhat odd. 

Oedip. And ſtrangely it perplext me. 

I ſtole away — * qrooge and implor'd 
The god, to tell my certain parentage. 

He — me ſeek A e Than my fate 
To kill my father, and pollute his bed, 
Buy marrying her who bore me. 

Foc. Vain, vain oracles! 
Ocdip. But yet they ſrighted me; 
 Tlook'd on Corinth as a place accurſt, 
Reſolv'd my deſtiny ſhould wait in vain; 
And never catch me there. 
Foc. Too nice a fear. | 
Oeaip. Suſpend your thoughts; and flatter not too ſoon. 

Juſt in the place you nam'd, where three ways meet, 
And near that time, ve perſons I encounter'd; 
One was too like, (heav'n grant it prove not him) 
Whom you deſcribe for Lejus: inſolent 
And fierce they were, as men who liv'd on ſpoil. 
IT judg'd 'em robbers, and by force repell'd 
I be force they us'd: In ſhort, four men ſlew: 

The fifth upon his knees demanding life, 

My mercy gave it bring me comfort now ! 
If I flew Lajus, what can be more wretched! 
From Thebes and you my curſe has baniſh' Ce: 
From Corinth fate. 

Foc. Perplex not thus your mind; 

My huſband fell by multitudes — 

So "Phorkas ſaid: this band you chanc'd to meet ; 
And murder'd not my Læjus, but reveng'd him. 


Oeaip. There's all my hope: let Pherbas * me this, 5 


And I ſhall live a 
To you, good g I make my laſt appeal; 

Or clear my virtue, or my crime reveal: 

If wand' ring in the maze of fate I run, 
And backward trod the paths I ſought to ſhun, 
Impute my errors to your own decree; 


: My hands are guilty, n heart is free. 


ACT 
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AcrT W. SCENE I. 
Enter Pyracmon and Creon. 


Pyr. 85770 buſineſs of import that triumph wears 
You ſeem to go with; nor is't hard to gueſs 

When you are pleas'd, by a malicious joy, 

Whoſe red and fiery beams cait through your viſage 

A glowing pleaſure. Sure you {mile revenge, 

And I could gladly hear. 8 

Cre. Would'it thou believe! | 
This giddy hair-brain'd king, whom old 7i-:/as 
Has thunder-ſtruck with heavy accuſation, 

Tho' conſcious of no inward guilt, yet fears; 
He fears Jocaſta, fears himſelf, his ſhadow ; 
He fears the multitude; and, which is worth 
An age of laughter, out of ail mankind, 
He chuſes me to be his orator : 
Swears that 4draftus, and the lean-look'd prophet, 
Are joint conſpirators; and wiſh'd me to 
Appeaſe the raving Thelans; which I ſwore 
"JI. 5 1 
Pyr. A dangerous undertaking ; 
Directly oppoſite to your own intereſt, 

Cre. No, dull Pyracmon ; when I left his preſence, 
With all the wings with which revenge could imp 
My flight, I gain'd the midſt o'th” wy - 

There, ſtanding on a pile of dead and dying, 

I to the mad and ſickly multitude, 

With interrupting ſobs, cry d out, O Thebes, 

O wretched 7hebes, thy king, thy Oedipus, 

This barbarous ſtranger, this uſurper, monſter, 

Is by the oracle, the wiſe Tir ſias, 

 Proclaim'd the murderer of the royal Lajus: 
Fiuocaſta too, no longer now my fiſter, 

Is found complotter in the horrid deed. 

Here I renounce all tyes of blood and nature, 

For thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding Thebes! 
And there I wept, and then the rabble howl'd, 
And roar'd, and with a thouſand antick mouths 
Gabbled revenge, revenge was all the cry. 1 
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This cannot fail: I ſee on the throne ; : 
ate caſt out. cha 


Cre. Then ftrait came on 

| Alcander, with a wild and bellowing crowd, 

_ Whom he had wrought; 1 twig crowd him to join, 
And head the forces while the heat was in em: 

So to the palace I return'd, to meet | 

The 241 greet him with another ſtory. 


But ſee, 
Enter Oedipu 8 and Jocaſta, attended. 
Oedip. Said you * Phorbas is return d, and yet 
Intreats he may return, without being aſk d 
Of ought concerning what we have diſcover d 
Foc. He ſtarted when I told him your _ 
_ Replying, what he knew of that affair 
Would give no ſatisfaction to the king; 3 
Then, falling; on his knees, begg'd, as for life, 
To be diſmiſs'd from court: he trembled too, 
As if convulſive death had ſeiz'd upon him ; 
And ſtammer d in his abrupt pray*r ſo wildly, | 
That, had he been the murderer of Lajus, 
' Guilt and diſtraction could not have hook him more. 


Oedip. By your —_— n, ſure as plagues and death 
om 


Lay waſte our Thebes, ſome deed that ſhuns the light 
Bezot thoſe fears: if thou reſpe&'t my peace, 
Secure him, dear Feccfta; for w7 genius 
Shrinks at his name. 

Fc. Oh! Rather let him go 

So my poor boding heart works have ĩt be, 

Without a reaſon. 

Ocait. Hark, the Thebans come 

Therefore retire: and, once more, if thou lov ſt me, 
Let PE:rbas be retain d. 

Fee. Youſhall, while ; ; 

Have life, be ill obey'd: 

In vain you ſooth me with your foft indearments, 

And ſet the fairefl countenance to view ; 

| Your gloomy eyes, my lord, betray a deadneſs 

And inward 2 that oracle 

Eats like a ſubtil worm its venom'd way, 

Preys on your heart, and rots the noble core, 

Howe er the beauteous out-ſide ſhews fo wy” _ 
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| Ocdip. O, thou wilt kill me with thy love's exceſs 
All, all is well; retire, the Thebans come. [ Ex. Joc. 
Ghoſt. Ocdipus + ? | 

Ocdip. Ha! again that ſcream of woe ! 

Thrice have I heard, thrice ſince the morning dawn'd 

It hollow'd loud, as if my guardian ſpirit 

Call'd from ſome vaulted manſion, Ordipus ! 

Or is it but the work of melancholy ? 

When the fun ſets, ſhadows, that ſhew'd at noon 

But ſmall, appear moſt long and terrible; 

So, when we think fate hovers o'er our heads, 

| Our apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all bounds, 
- Owls, ravens, crickets ſeem the watch of death, 
Nature's worſt vermin ſcare her god-like ſons : 

; Ecchoes, the very leavings of a voice, 

t ; Grow babling ghoſts, and call us to our graves: 

- Each mole-hill thought ſwells to a huge Olympus, 
While we fantaſtick dreamers heave and puff, 

; And ſweat with an imagination's weight; 

As if, like Atlas, with theſe mortal ſhoulders 

We could ſuſtain the burden of the world. 

4 [Creon comes forward. 
Cre. O ſacred Sir, my royal lord 
> _ Oedip. What now? 
$ Thou ſeem'ft affrighted at ſome dreadful Aion, | 
Thy breath comes ſhort, thy darted eyes are fixt 
On me for aid, as if thou wert purſu ; 

I ent thee to the 7 hebans, ſpeak thy wonder; $ 
Fear not, this palace is a ſanctuary, 

The king himſelf's thy guard. 1 
Cre. For me, alas, (yours! 
My life's not worth a thought, 1 weigh d with 
But fly, my lord, fly as your life is ſacred; 
2 Your fate is precious to your faithful ” wal 

Who therefore, on his knees, thus proftrate begs 
Jou would remove from 7hcbes, that vows your rum. 
When I but offer'd at your innocence, 

They gather d ftones, and menac'd me with death, 
And drove me through the ſtreets, with imprecations 
Againſt your ſacred perion: and thoſe traitors | 


1 
BE: 
, 
*. 
5 


Inſiſted on your guilt, which curs d Tirefius = 
— as from heav' a, was cauſe of their deſtruc in. 
Cc Ocdip. 
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|  Ocdip. Riſe, worthy Creon, haſte and take our guard, | 
Rank'em in equal parts upon the ſquare, N 


Then open every gate of this our palace, ” 
And let the nat fa Hark, 5 [Shout. 
T hear em roar : be gone, and break down all : 
The dams that would oppoſe their furious paſlage. 
| [Ex. Creon with guards. 
Enter Adraſtus, his fevord draaun. 1 
Aar. Your city 
Is all in arms, all bent to your deſtruction: 
J heard but now, where I was cloſe confin'd, 
A thund'ring ſhout, which made my jaylors vaniſh, 
Cry, fire the palace; where's the cruel king? 
Vet, by th' infernal gods, thoſe awful pow'rs -- i 
That have accus'd you, which theſe ears have heard, 
And theſe eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you guiltleſs; | 
For, ſince I knew the royal Oedipus, 
1 have obſerv'd in all his acts ſuch truth 
And god-like clearneſs; that, to the laft guſh 
Of blood and fpirits, I'll defend his life, 
And here have ſworn to periſh by his fide.  * 
Oedip. Be witneſs, „ how near this touches me! 
; 58 [Embracing bim. 
O, ſay, what recompence can glory make? | | 
A. Defend your innocence, ſpeak like your ſelf, 
And awe the rebels with your dauntlefs virtue. 6 
But, hark! the ſtorm comes nearer. 
Oedip. Let it come. 
The force of majeſty is never known 
But in a general wreck : then, then is ſeen 
The difference *twixt a threſhold and a throne. N 
Euter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, Thebans. | 
Alc. Where, where's this cruel king ? Thebans, behold 
There ſtands your plague, the ruin, deſolation | 
Of this unhappy tate : 2 3 ſhall J kill him? 
Or ſhall he be caſt out to ban ? 5 
All. Tbeb. To baniſhment, away with him. n 
Oedip. Hence, you barbarians, to your flaviſn diſtance; 
Fix to the earth your ſordid looks; for he 
Who ftirs, dares more than mad-men, fiends, or furies. 
Who dares to face 2 the gods, as well 
May brave the majeſty of thund'ring Jove. 
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Did I for this relieve you when beſieg d 
By this fierce prince, when coop'd within your walls, 
And to the very brink of fate reduc'd; 
When lean-jaw'd famine made more havock of you 
Than does the e? but I rejoyce I know you, 
Know the baſe ſtuff that temper'd your vile ſouls : 
The gods be prais'd, I needed not your empire, 
Born to a greater, nobler, of my own; 
Nor ſhall the ſceptre of the earth now win me 
To rule ſuch brutes, ſo barbarous a people. 
Adr. Methinks, my lord, I ſee a ſad repentance, 
A general conſternation ſpread among 'em. 
Ocaip. My reign is at an end; yet e er [| finiſh —— 
I'll do a juſtice that becomes a monarch, 1 
A monarch, who, 1'th* midſt of ſwords and javelins, 
Dares act as on his throne, encompaſt round 
With nations for his guard. Alcander, you 
Are nobly born, therefore ſhall loſe your head: 
T7 = | [Seizes him. 


Here, Hzmor, take him: but for this, and this, 


Let cords diſpatch em. Hence, away with em. 
Tir. O ſacred prince, pardon diſtracted Thebcs, 

Pardon her, if ſhe acts by heaven's award; 

If that th' infernal ſpirits have declar d 

The depth of fate, and if our oracles 


May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely deal, 


Bat let thy wretched Thebes at leaſt complain: 
If thou art guilty, heav'n will make it known; 


If innocent, then let Tias dye. Alcander: 


Oedip. I take thee at thy word. Run, haſte, and ſave 
I ſwear the prophet, or the king ſhall dye. 


Be witneſs, all you Thebans, of my oath; 


And Phorbas be the umpire. 72 | Pr 
Tir. I fobmit. ot TTFrumpets ſound. 
Ocdip. What mean thoſe trumpets? s 
___ Enter Hzmon with Alcander : 
Hem. From your native country, 


Great Sir, the fam'd geon is arriv'd, 


That renown'd favourite of the king your father: 
He comes as an embaſſador from Corinth, 
And ſues for audience. 5 
Ocaip. Haſte, — fly, and tell him that I ** 
. To 


Henceforth be 


But ſpeak, 


May over-do. 
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Hem. The queen, my hon at preſent holds him 

In private co nce ; but behold her here. 
Enter Jocaſta, Eurydice, Tc. | 

Foc. Hail, Oedipus, happieſt of kings ! 
, bleſt as thou canſt defire, 
Sleep without fears the blackeſt nights away; 
Let furies haunt thy palace, thou ſhalt 3 
Secure, thy — ſhall be ſoft and gentle F 
As infants dreams. 3 

Ocdip. What does the ſoul of all my joys intend ? 6 

rapture ? 


And whither would this 


Foc. O, I could rave, 
pull down thoſe lying fanes, and burn that 
From whence reſounded thoſe falſe oracles, 
That robb'd my love of reſt: if we muſt pray, 
PF ans for dan gh 
And not a grey- -beard fo — come near, = 
To pry into the — 1 


And with his dotage 1 
— mn | 85 


Ocdip. O, to my arms, welcome, my dear Ares 
Ten thouſand welcomes; O my foſter- father, 
Welcome as mercy to a man condemn d, 
Welcome to me, As to a ſinking mariner, 
The lucky 72 bears him to the ſhore ! 
tell me, what ſo mighty joy 6 
Is this thou bring'ſt, which ſo tranſports Zocafta ? 3 
Foc. Peace, peace, A geon, let Jocaſta tell on * 
O that I could for ever charm, as now, : 
My deareſt Oedipus : thy royal father, 
Polybus, king of Corinth, is no more. 
Oecdip. Ha! can it be? /Egeon, anſwer me, 
And ſpeak in ſhort, what my Jocaſta's tranſport 


ge. Since in few words, my royal lord, you aſk 
To know the truth; king Fehler is dead. F 


Ocdip. O all you pow ra, 1 poli ? what, * 14 
t 


jut 1 
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tthat the tempeſt of my joy riſe 
F juſt degrees, and hit at laſt 2 


ay, how, how dy'd he? ha! by ſword, by fire,. 
Or water? by aſſaſſinates, or poyſon ? ſpeak: 
Or did he languiſh under ſome diſeaſe ? 
Ege. Of no diſtemper, of no blaſt he dy'd,. 
But fel like agtumn · fruĩt that mellow 'd long: 
En wonder d at, becauſe he dropt no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem d to wind him up for fourſcore years; 
Vet freſhly ran he on ten winters more: 
| 9 Till, like a clock worn out with eating time, 
The wheels of weary life at laſt ſtood ſtill. 
Oedip. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful arme, 
And ſmother thy old agc in my embraces. 


Ves Thebans, yes acaſta, yes Adra ſtus, 


Old Polybus, the king my father's dead. 
Fires ſhall be kindled in ho midſt of Thebes ;- 
I' th' midſtof tumult, wars, and peſtilence, 
I will rejoice for Polybus his death. 


x | Know, be it known to th' limits of the world ; 


+ Yet farther, let it paſs yon dazling roof, 
The manſion of the ods, and ftrike 'em deaf 


J With everlafting peals of chund ring joy. 


Tir. Fate! nature! fortune! — 1 is all this world? 


© Oecdip. Now, dotard; now, thou blind old wizard pro- 
Where are your toding ghoſts, your altars now; [phet, 


Vour birds of knowledge, that, in duſky air, 


| I Chatter futurity ? and where are now 


© Your oracles, that call'd me parricide 5 


Is he not dead? deep laid in's monument? 
And was not I in Thebes when fate attack d him? 


+ Avant, begone, you vizors of the gods 
Were I as other ſons, now I ſhould weep; 


But, as I am, I've reaſon to rejoice : 


And will, tho' his cold ſhade ſhould riſe and blaſt me. 5 


b O, for this death, let waters break their bounds, 


Rocks, vallies, hills, with ſplitting {7's ring: 


1 Fecafta, Ie Pæan lang, 


Tir. Who would not now conclude a happy end? 
But all fate's turns are ſwift and unexpected. 
ge. Your royal mother Merope, as if 

She had no ſoul ſince you forſook the land, 


C3 Ware: 
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Waves all the neighb' ring princes that adore ber. peak. 


Mlethinks I have his ima 


Oedip. Waves all the princes! poor heart! for what? O 
2 She, tho' in fall b blown flow r of glorious beau- 
Grows cold, ev'n in the ſummer of her age: (ty, 
And, for your ſake, has ſworn to dye unmarry'd. 1 
Oedip. How! for my ſake, dye, andnot marry ! O, 


My fit returns. 


Ege. This diamond, with a thouſand kiſſes bleſt, 1 


| With thouſand fighs and wiſhes for your ſafety, 


She charg'd me give you, with the general homage 


Of our Corinthien lords. 


— Oedip. There's magick in it, take it from my fight ; ; | 
There's not a beam it darts, but carries hell, 1 
Hot flaſhing luſt, and necromantick inceſt: 
Take it from theſe ſick eyes, oh hide it from me. 
No, my Jocaſta, tho 7. bebes caſt me out, A 
While Merope's alive, I'll ne'er return. 
O, rather we me walk - - ham wide world 
A beggar, than accept a 
On ſuch i 1 1 
Jec. You e, my your own — | 
By theſe extravagant and needleſs fears. ; 
Ocdip. Needleſs! O, all you gods! by heav'n ris 
Embrue my arms up to my very ſhoulders | | 
In the dear entrails of the beſt of fathers, 
'Than offer at the execrable a& 
Of damned inceſt: therefore no more of her. 
ge. And why, O facred fir, if ſubjects may 
Preſume to look into their monarch's breaſt, 
Why ſhould the chaſte and ſpotleſs Merope 
Infuſe ſuch thoughts as I muſt bluſh to name? ; 
Ocdip. Becauſe the god of De/phos did forewarn me, ö 


Wich thund' ring oracles. 


Ege. May I intreat to know 'em ?- > 
Oedip. Yes, my /E7zeon ; but the fad remembrance 


Quite blaſts my ſoul : ſee then the ſwelling prieſt! 
now in view; 


He mounts the Tripozs, in a minute's ſpace, 
His clouded head knocks at the temple roof, 


While from n | 
« Fly, 
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|  Oedip. Then all my days and 
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« Fly, wretch, whom fate has doom'd thy father's blood 
wh (ill.** 
« And, with inceſtuous births, thy mother's womb to 
Ege. Is this the cauſe 
Why you refuſe the diadem of Corinth ? : 
Oedip. The cauſe! why is it not a monſtrous one? 
ge. Great fir, you may return; and tho you ſhould 
Enjoy the queen (which all the gods forbid)Þ|} 6. 
The a& would prove no inceſt. 
Ocdip. How, Ægeon? 


 Tho'I enjoy d my mother, not inceſtuous ! 


Thou rav'ſt, and ſo do I; and theſe all catch 
My madneſs ; look, they're dead with deep diſtraction: 
Not inceſt! what, not inceſt with my mother? 
Ege. My lord, queen Merepe is not your mother. 
Ocaip. Ha! did I hear thee right? not Aerope 
wy e en 
ge. Nor was Polybus your father. ll ſpent 
ights muſt . x 5 
In curious ſearch, to find out thoſe dark parents 
Who gave me to the world; ſpeak then, Ægton, 
By all the gods celeſtial and infernal, = 
By all the tyes of nature, blood, and friendſhip, 


| Conceal not from this rack d deſpairing king 


A point or ſmalleſt grain of what thou know ſt: 
Speak then, O anſwer to my doubts directly. 
royal Po/ybus was not my father, 
Why was I call'd his ſon ? 
Ege. He, from my arms, 
Receiv d you as the faireft gift of nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the riches 
That empire could beſtow in coſtly mantles, 
Upon its infant heir. Ss | ; 
Oedip. But was I made the heir of C:rinth's crown, 
Becauſe AZgeon's hands preſented me? 
Ege. By my advice, being paſt all hope of children, 
He took, embrac'd, and own'd you for his ſon. | 
Oedip. Perhaps I then am your's ; inſtruct me, Sir: 
If it be ſo, I'll kneel and weep before you, 
With all th'obedience of a penitent chi d. 
Imploring pardon. Kill me if you pleaſe, 
I will not writhe my body at the wound : 
C 4 But 
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But fink vpon your feet with a laſt figh, 
And aſk forgiveneſs with my dying hands. 
Ege. O riſe, and call not to this aged check 
The little blood which ſhould warm my heart; 


You are not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt | 
With ſuch a God - like ring. Sir; I found you. 
Upon the mount Citherov. 


Ocaip. O ſpeak, go on, the air grows ſenſible 
Of the great things you utter, and is calm : 

The hurry d orbs, with ſtorms ſo rack'd of late, 
Seem to ſtand ſtill, as if that Jove were talking. 
Citbæron ! ſpeak, the valley of Citheron ! 

Age. Oſft- times before, I thither did reſort, 
Charm d with the converſation of a man 
Who led a rural liſe, and had command 
Oi er all the ſhepherds, who abaut thoſe vales 
Tended their numerous flocks : in this man's arms 
Jſaw you ſmiling ata fatal dagger, 

Whol. point he often offer d at Na . 
. — ſmil d, and how ho drew it back, 
Then lifted it again, you ſmil'd again : 

Till he at laft in fury threw it from him, 
And cry'd aloud, the gods forbid thy death. 
Then I ruſh'd in, and after ſome diſcourſe, 
To me he did bequeath your innocent life; 
And I, the welcome care to Polybus. 
Ocdiy. To whom belong'd the maſter-of the hephends > 

Ege. His name I knew not, or I have forgot: 

That L was of the family of Lajus, 
] well remember. 

Oedip. And is your friend alive ? for if he be,, 
III buy his preſence, tho? it coſt my crown. 

Age. Your menial a:tendants beſt can tell 
Whether he lives, or not; 5 and who has now. 
His place. 

Joc. Winds, bear me to ſome barren ifland;. 
Where print of human feet was never ſeen, - 
O'ergrown with weeds of ſuch a monſtrous height, 

'U heir baleful tops are waſh'd with bellying clouds: 
Beneath whoſe venomous ſhade I may have vent. 
For horror, that would blaſt the barbarous world. 
. 6 here that knows the perſon 


Whom: 
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"Whom he deſerib'd, I charge him on his life 
To ſpeak; concealment ſhall be ſudden death: 
But he who brings him forth, ſhall have reward 


Beyond ambition's luſt, 
x Tir. His name is Phorbas : 


Tiocaſta knows him well; but if I may 


Adviſe, reſt where you are, and ſeek no farther. 
+ Oecdip. Then all goes well, fince Phorbas is ſecur d 
By my Jocaſta. Haſte, and bring him forth : 
4 A my _ give —_ 1 5 
1 r e tears, » 2g ? 5 m 
What are thy troubles ? LESS, — 2 
> Foc. Yours; and yours are mine: 
Let me conjure you, take the prophet's counſel, 
And let this Phorbas go. 7 
-* Oecaip. Not for the world. 
By all the gods, I'll know my birth, tho death 
Attends the ſearch : I have already paſt 


The middle of the ſtream, and to return 


Seems greater labour, than to venture oer: 
Therefore produce him. 

* FToc. Once more, by the gods, 

I beg, my Ocaipus, my lord, my life, 

My love, my all, my only. utmoſt hope, 

I beg you, baniſh. Phorbas. O, the gods! 

I kneel, that you may grant this firſt requeſt. 
Deny me all things elſe ; but, for my fake, 
And as you prize your own eternal quiet, 

Never let Phorbas come into your preſence. 

-: O-aip. You mult be rais'd, and Phorbos ſtall appear, 
2 Tho! his dread eyes were Baſiliſts. Guards, haite, 
Search the queen's lodgings ; find, and force him hither. 


5 [ Excunt guards. 
Fee. O, Oedipus, yet ſend, | | | 
And ſtop their entrance, e're it be too late: 
> Unleſs you wiſh to ſee Focafta rent | . 
With furies, ſlain out- right with mere diſtraction, 
Keep from your eyes and mine the dreadful PH. 
Forbear this ſearch, I'll think you more than mortal: 


Will you yet hear me? | 
8 Ocdip. Tempeſts will be heard, 
And waves will daſh, tho' rocks their baſis keep 
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But ſee, they enter. If thou truly lov'ſt me, 


Either forbear this ſubject, or retire. . 
5 1 nter Hzmon, ws; with Phorbas. bone | j 

oc. Prepare then, wret nce, prepare to | 
A ſtory, that ſhall turn thee i = \ ny 4 


Could there be hewn a monſtrous CAP in nature, 
A flaw made through the centre, by ſome god, 
. 2 —_—_ the trons of gle might ſtrike thy 


They woukd not wound the, , as this ſtory will. 
hark! a hollow voice calls out aloud, 


| Fe a: yes, I'll to the royal bed, | 

755 ee — mere at, 
| ouble dye it with imperial on; a 

Tear off this curling hair, 

Ze rg'd with fre, ſtab every vital part, 
— when at laſt Tm 1 
y poor tormented. ghoſt ſhall cleave 
To try if hell can af. pd deep 9A 88 [Ex | 
Oedip. She's gone; and as ſhe went, methought her 
_— „while a thouſand frantick ſpirits | * 1 
like riſing bubbles, on the brim, A 
| Peep'd — om the watry brink, and-glow'd upon me. 4 | 
Til ſeek no more; but haſh my genius up 3 
That throws me on my fate ——Impoflible ! 
O wretched man, whele too too bb hes thoughts . = 

Ride ſwifter than the yall n 7 
With an eternal hurry of t 1 
Nay, there's a time when ev 'n the rowling year i 
Seems to ſtand ftill, dead calms are in the ocean, * 
When not a breath diſturbs the drowſy waves: 

But man, the very monſter of the world, 
Is ne'er at reſt, the ſoul for ever wakes. * 
Come then, ſince deſtiny thus drives us on, 3 
Let's know ' the bottom. Hemon, you 1 ſent: 1 
Where is that Phorbas ? | . 

Hæn. Here, my royal lord. 

_ Dedaip. firſt, Egeon, ſay, is this the man? 'XF 

ge. My lord, it is: tho time has plough'd that 
kg — fince I ſaw it firſt ; (face 

Yet I'm too we uainted with the ground, 3Z 

- to forget it. 5 4 

O:dip. Peace; land back a while. 3 


— Ae. — — 


| Come 
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Why doſt thou turn thy face? I charge thee anſwer 


To what I ſhall enquire : wert thou not once 


The ſervant of king Lajur here in Thebes 

* Phor. I was, great Sir, his true and faithful ſervant; 
Zorn and · bred up in court, no foreign flave. (ment? 
 Ocadip. What 2 


Pber. He made we lerd of al his rural 


For much he low : oft was entertain'd, 
With ſporting hdd o'er whom I had command. 
thy reſidence ?'to what part o'th' 
tly reſort? (country 
Phor. To mount 22 and the pleaſant rallies, 
— all about lye ſhadowing its large feet. 
Come forth, LEgeon. Hat ©) why ftart'ſt thou, 
Eberle, ? 
— 2 and face to face confronthim ; 
Book willy on him, through him, if thou canſt, 
Au tell me, on thy life, ſay, doſt thou know him ? 
Didſt _C er ſee him? E'er converſe with him 
Near mount (Cirbæren? | 
-. Phor. my lord, this man ? 
Oeaip. man, this old, this venerable man: 
Speak, did'ſt ever meet him there ? 
Pbor. Whezegſacred Sir? - 
+ Ocdip. Ne Citheron ; anſwer to the pr. 
"Fis a king ſ t al minutes are (poſe: 
Of much more worth thouſand vulgar years: 
Didſt thou e'er ſee an near mount Citbæren? 
Pbor. Moſt ſure, my lord, I have ſeen lines like thoſe 
His viſage bears ; but know not where nor when. 
x Ist Jo you ſhould forget your ancient 
(friend ? 
— en may excite your dead remembrance. 
Have yon forgot 1052 took an infant from you, 


1 Doom'sd to be murder'd in that gloomy . 


The ſwadling- bands were purple, wrought with gold. 


: Have you forgot too how you wept, and begg'd 


That I ſhould breed him up, and aik no more? 

Pher. bay apt er * berg d; thou, like a dotard. 
More than is req — ek hat of this? {(ſpeak'it 
* is it 3 now? and ä 0 why 3 

oſt 
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Doſt thou betray the ſecrets of thy friend? ' 

Bee. Be not too raſh. That inſant grew at laſt 
A © m4 and here the happy monarch ſtands. 
 Pher. Ha! whither would'ft thou? O what haſt 
thou utter d 
For what thou haſt ſaid, death ſtrike theodemb for ever. 

Ocdip. Forbear to. curſe the i innocent ; and be 
Accurſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifting traitor, villain, 
Damn'd hypocrite, equivocating flaye. 

Phor. — wed age. lord, have l offended? 
|  Ocaip. Why ſpeak you not according to my charge? 
Bring forth the rack: ſince mildneſs cannot win. vou. 
Torments ſhall force. 

' You will not rack an — man ? 


Only. —_ 
= hat would you have me ſay ?- 


oO Did this old man take from your arms an in- 
Pbor. He did: and, oh! I wiſh to all the gods, (fant ? 
Phorbas had periſh'd in that very moment. 

Oedip. Moment! thou ſhalt be hours, days, years a, 
Here, bind his hands ; he dallies with my fury: . 
But I ſhall find a way 

Pher. My lord, I ſaid 
1 gavethe infant to him. * 

Oedip. Was he thy own, or 3 another 7 | 

_ Phox. He was not mine; but given me by another. 
Otaip. Whence? and from whom? — aley] of, 
5 what houſe ? | 

Phor. O, royal Sir, I bow me to che ground, 
Would I could fink beneath it: by the gods, 

IT do conjure you to enquire no more. | 
DODedip. Furies and heli! Hæmon, bring forth the rack; 
Fetch hither cords, and knives, and ſulphurous flames: 
He hall be bound, avd gat, hs Gin dea'd of, | 
And burn alive. 

Pher. O ſpare my age. 
 Ocdip. Riſe then, and freak. 

Phor. Dread Sir, I will. 

Ocd:p. Who gave that infant to thee? 

Phor. One of king Lajus family. 

cap. Q, you. — * but ſay, who — 


Which of the family of Lajus gave it? | 
A ſervant ; orone of the royal blood ? 
| Pher. O wretched ſtate I dye, unleſs I ſpeak ; 
And, if I ſpeak, moſt certain death attends me. 
Ocdip. 12 ſnalt not dye. Speak then, who was 
it ? | 
While I have ſenſe to n the horror 3 
For I grow cold. 
Phor. The — told n me 
It was her io bs be 
Oedip. O you - - did ſhe give it thee 7 
 Phor. My lord, ſhe did. (my heart : 
Qed'p. Wherefore? for what ?—O break not yet 
Tho' my eyes burſt,, no matter: wilt * 
1 Lal for ever? for what end? 
Why gave ſhe thee her child? 
Phoy. To murder it. 
Ocaip. O more than ſavage ! murder her own n 4 
Without a cauſe ! 
Phor. There was a dreadful one, 
Which had foretsld, that moſt unhappy ſon- 
Should kill his father, and enjoy his mother. 
Ocdip. But one thing more. 
Joecaſta told me thou wert by the chariot 
When the old king was — ſpeak, I conjure thee, 
For I ſhall never aſk thee ought again, 
What was the number of th' aflaſſinates ? | 
Phor. The dreadful deed was acted but by one; 
And ſure that one had much of your reſemblance. 
O-dip. "Tis well! Ithank you, gods! tis wondrous 
Daggers, and poiſon! O there is no need (well! 
For my diſpatch : and you, you mercileſs pow'rs, 
Hoard up your thunder-ſtones ;. keep, keep your bolts 
For crimes of little note. Fall. 
Adr. Help, Hemor, help, and bow hien gently forward; 
Chafe, chafe his temples : how the mighty ſpirits, 
Half ſtrangled with the damp his ſorrows rais d, 
Struggle for vent : but ſee, he breaths again, 
And vigorous nature breaks through all oppoſition. 
Hou fares my royal friend? 
O-dip. The worſe for you. | 
22 and oh the hated light * 


7 
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Why did you force meback to curſe the day ? 

To curſe my friends; to blaſt with this dark breath 
The yet untainted earth and circling air? 
To raiſe new plagues, and cyll new vengeance down? 
Why did you tempt the gods, and dare to touch me? 
Methinks there's not a hand that graſps this hell, 

But ſhould run up, like flax, all blazing fire. 

Stand from this ſpot, I wiſh you as my friends, 

And come not near me, leſt the gaping earth | 
Swallow you too Lo, I am = already. © 
[Draws, and claps his feword to his breaſt, which 
£ = ae away with his foot. 3 

Adr. You ſhall no more be truſted with your life; 
 Creon, Alcand:r, Hænon, help to hold him. * 
Oedip. Cruel Adraftus ! wilt thou, Heemon, too? 
Are theſe the obligations of my friends ? _— 
O worſe than worſt of my moſt barbarous foes! * 
Dear, dear Adraftus, look with half an eye 

On my unheard-of woes, and ou thy ſelf, - 
If it be fit that ſuch a wretch ſhould live * 
O, by theſe melting eyes, unus'd to weep, 

With all the low ſubmiſſions of a ſlave, 
I do conjure thee give my horrors way; 
Talk not of life, for that will make me rave: 
As well thou may'ſt adviſe a tortur d wretch, 
All mangled o'er from head to foot with wounds, 
And his bones broke, to wait a better day. 
Aar. My lord, you aſk me things impoſſible; 
And I with juſtice ſhould be thought your foe, 
To leave you in this tempeſt of your ſoul. 

Tho' baniſn'd Thebes, in Corinth you may reign ; 
Th' infernal pow'rs themſelves exact no more: 

Calm then your rage, and once more ſeek the gods. 

Oegzp. I'll have no more to do with gods, nor men: 
Hence, from my arms, avant. Enjoy thy mother 
What, violate, with beſtial appetite, 

The ſacred veils that wrapt thee yet unborn ! 

This is not to be borne ! hence; off, I ſay 

For they who lett my vengeance, make themſelves 
Accomplices in my moſt horrid guilt. 

Aar. Let it be ſo; we'll fence heav'n's fury from you, 
And ſuffer all together: this perhaps 
cs When 
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When ruin comes, may help to break your fall. 
Oedip. O that, as o 38 ſeen 
The ſtage ariſe, and the bi —— 
So now in very deed I migh 
The pond'rous earth, — 2 — 
Meet, like the hands of Fovr, and cruſh mankind : 
For all the elements, and all the pow'rs | 
Celeſtial, nay, terreftrial and infernal, 

Conf] ire the wreck of out-caſt Ocdipur. 

Fall $ then, and everlaſting night 

Shadow the globe, may the ſun never dawn, 

The diver agen be Moted from her ord ; 

And for an univerſal rout of nature 

Through all the inmoſt chambers of 1 

May there not be a glimpſe, one 1 

But gods meet and juſtle in the dar 

That jars my riſe, and wrath divine be hurl'd, 
—— Ea wand world. [Exeunt. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter Creon, Alcander, and Pyracmon. 

Cre. Hebes is at length my own ; ; and all my wiſhes: 
Which ſure were great as royalty e er form'd, 

Fortune and my auſpicious ftars have crown'd. 

O diadem, thou centre of ambition, 

Where all its different lines are reconcil'd, 

As if thou wert the burning-glaſs of glory! 
Pyr. Might I be counſellor, I would intreat you 
To 2. 2 fete, Sir; find out Eurydice; 

And, with the reſolution of a man 

Mark d out for greatneſs, give the 2 choice 

Of death or marriage. 

Alc. Survey curs d Ocdipus, 

As one who, tho” unfortunate, s belov'd, 

Thought innocent, and therefore much lamented - 

By all the Thebans; you muſt mark him dead: 

Since nothing but his death, not baniſhment, 
Can give afſurance you doabrful reign. 


5 Gre. 


5 OED 1pus. 

Cet. Well have you done, to ſnatch me from the 
Of racking tranſport, where the little ſtreams. (ſtorm 

Of love, revenge, and all the under 

As waters are by ſucking whirl-pools drawn, 

Were quite devour'd in the vaſt Tur of empire: 


Therefore, Pyracmon, as you boldly urg d, 
| Eurydice ſhall die, or be my bride. 
Alcand:r, ſummon to their maſter's aid 

My menial ſervants, and all thoſe whom change 
Of ſtate, and hope of the new monarch's favour, 

Can win to take our part: away. What now? 

I [ Ex. Alcander. 
5 Enter Hzmon. | 
When H--mon weeps, without the help of ghoſts 
J may foretel there is a fatal cauſe. | 
Hem. Is't poſſible you ſhould be ignorant 
Of what has happen'd to the deſperate king ? 

Cre. I know no. more, but that he was conducted 
Into his cloſet, where I ſaw him fling 3 
His trembling body on the royal bed ; 
All left him there, at his deſire, alone: 
But ſure no ill, unleſs he dy d with grief, 
Could happen, for you bore his ſword away. 

Hem. I did; and, having lock'd the door, I ſtood; 

And through a chink I found, not only heard, 
But ſaw him,. when he thought no eye beheld him : 
At firſt, deep ſighs heav'd from his woful heart,. 
Murmurs, and groans, that ſhook the outward rooms, 

And art thou ſtill al:ve, oh wretch ! he cry'd:: 
Then groan'd agair, as if his ſorrowful ſoul 
Had crack d the ſtrings of life, and burſt away. 
Cre. I weep to hear; how then ſhou'd I have griev'd; 
Had I beheld this wondrous heap of ſorrow! 
But, to the fatal period. 8 | 
Hen. Thrice he ſtruck, Lo 
With all his force, his hollow-groaning breaſt; 
And thus, with out-cries, to himſelf complain . 
But thou canſt weep then, and thou think'ſt tis well, 
Theſe bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt ſorroẽop ,, “ 

Which children vent for toys, and women rain 
For any trifle their fond hearts are ſet on; 

Yes theſe thou think ſt are ample ſatisſaction 
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For bloodieſt marder, and for ep, w luſt: 


'Tis greatly thought, he 2581 2 my woes. 
Which 121 7 


He ſnatch'd, he tore, from eros bloody orbs, 
The balls of ſi ght, and daſh'd em on the und. 
Cre. A iece of horror; new and dreadful! 
Ham. I ran to ſuccour him; but, oh! too late; ö 
For he had pluck'd the remnant ſtrin rings away. 


What then remains, but that I find irefias,. | 
Who, with his wiſdom, may allay thoſe furies | 
That baunt his gloomy = Exit. 
Cee. Heav'n will reward 
Thy care; moſt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hanes! 
But ſee, Alcander enters, well attended. 
| Enter Alcander, 2 
I ſee, thou haſt been diligent. 
Alc. Nothing theſe, 
For number, to the crowds that ſaon will follow ; 
Be _— 
os utmoſt fury to revenge. 
thou haſt giv'n | 
Th' * to cruelty ; and never may 
Theſe eyes be clos'd, *till they behold 1 
Stretch d at the feet of falſe — 3 
But ſee, they re here! retire a while, and mark. 
Ester Adraſtus, and Eurydice, attended. 
Aar. Alas, Eurydice, what fond raſh man, 
What inconſiderate and ambitious fool, 
Will dare, with kis all hand, t pe * 
with his to a ſceptre 
Eur. Ti true, a crown ſeems and V 
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That you and I, more lowly pry might paſs 


Our ſofter hours in humble cells away : f 

Not but I love you to that infinite height, 

T could (O wondrous proof of fierceſt love!) 

Be greatly wretched in a court with you. 

Aar. Take then this moſt lov'd innocence away; 

Fly from tumultuous Thebes, from blood and murder, 

Fly from the author of all villanies, ors” 

Rapes,. death, and treaſon, from that fur; Creon: 

Vouchſafe that I, o'er-joy'd, may bear thee hence, 

And at your feet preſent the crown of Argos. 

CTC̈Ëreon and attendants come uf to him. 

Cre. I have o er-heard thy black deſign, Adroftus ; 

And therefore, as A traitor to this ſtate, 

Death ought to be thy lot : let it ſuffice 

That 7, Sehe ſurveys thee as a prince; abuſe not 

Her proffer d mercy, but retire betimes, 


Leſt ſhe t, and haſten on thy doom. 
Adr. Think not, moſt abject, moſt abhorr'd of 
Adraſtus will vouchſafe to anſwer-thee.; 


Thebans, to you I juſtify my love: 
I have addreft my pray rs to this fair princeſs;: - 
But, if I ever meant a violence, 
Or thought to raviſh, as that traitor did, 
What humbleſt adorations could not win; 
Brand me, ye gods, blot me with foul diſhonour, 
And let men curſe me by the name of Creon ! 
Eur. Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread the wrath 
Of her whom fate ordain'd to be your queen, 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your lives, 


To take the part of that rebellious traitor. 


By the decree of royal Oedipus, 

By queen Focaffa*s order, by what's more, 

My own dear vows of everlaſting love, 

I here reſign to prince Auraſtus arms 

All that the world can make me miſtreſs of. 
Cee. Operjurd woman! 1 
Draw all; and, when I give the wor d, fall on. 
Traitor, reſign the princeſs, or this moment 
Expect, with all „ 
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U this ſſ traight to be hewn in pieces. 

2 won no ; with twice thoſe odds of men, | 
| I doubt not in thiscauſe to vanquiſh thee. 
Captain, remember, to your care I give 
My love; ten thouſand thouſand times more dear 

. Than life or liberty. 

Cee. Fall on, Alcander; 
Pyracme n, you and I muſt wheel about 
For nobler game, the princeſs. 
Adr. Ah, traitor, doſt thou ſhun me? 
Follow, follow, 
My brave companions ; ſee, the cowards fly. : 
[Ex. fighting, Creon's party beaten off Fl Adraſtus. 
nter 

Occip. O, tis too little this, thy loſs of fight, 
What has it done? I ſhall be gaz d at now 
The more; be pointed at, There goes the monſter ! 
Nor have I hid my horrors from my ſelf; 

For tho corporeal — ey _ for ever, 


The opticks, 
Preſents in — — 2 of a 


Doubling the peQ of my crimes: . 
Helds ey pry b, pom her act again, 
s 9 

now the baleful offspring's t to 
In horrid form rank Bente themſelves be fore me; 
What ſhall I call this medley of creation? 
Here one, with all th' obedience of a ſon, 
Borrowing Jocaſta's look, kneels at my feet, 
And calls? me father; there a ſturdy boy, 
Lajus juſt as when I kill'd him, 
Bears up, and with his cold hand graſping mine, 
Cries out, how fares my brother Ocdipus ? 
What, ſons and brothers! fiſters and — too! 
Fly, all, be gone, fly from my whirling brain; 
Hence, inceſt, murder! hence, you ghaſtly figures! 
O gods !. gods, 5 is * 
Let me . or die. 

Enter Jocaſt a. 

© Foe. Whas, de e che ef making, 
This ately image of ** 3 


„ 


With all its glories glow'd for my reception. 
I feel the 


I feel a melting here, a 
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Whoſe ſtory told, whoſe very name but mention'd,. 
Would cool the rage of ſevers, and unlock 
The hand of luſt from the pale virgin's hair, 


And throw the raviſher before her feet? 


Oed p. By all my fears, I think Jocafta's voice 


Hence, fly; be gone: O thou far worſe than worſt. 
Of damning charmers! O abhorr'd, loath'd creature! 


Fly, by the gods, or by the fiends, I charge thee, 
Far as the eaſt, weſt, north, or ſouth of heav'n, 
But think not thou ſhalt ever enter there: 
The golden gates are barr'd with adamant 
Gainſt thee, and me; and the celeſtial guards, 
Still as we riſe, will daſh our ſpirits _— i 
Joc. O wretched pair! O greatly wretched we : 
Two worlds of — . | | | 
 Oedip. Art thou not gone then? ha! 
How dar'ſ thou ſtand the fury of the gods? 
Or com'ſ thou in the grave to reap new pleaſures ? 


oc. Talk on; till thou mak'ſ mad my rowling brain; 


Groan ſtill more death; and may thoſe diſmal ſources 
Still bubble on, and pour forth blood and tears. 
Methinks, at ſuch a meeting, heav'n ſtands ſtill; 

The ſea nor ebbs, nor flows: this mole-hill earth 


Is heav'd no more: the buſie emmets ceaſe; 


Vet hear me on— ” 
Oedip. Speak then, and blaſt my ſoul. 
Fec. O, my lov'd lord, tho* I reſolve a ruin 


To match my crimes ; by all my miſeries, 


"Tis horror, worſe than thouſand thouſand deaths, 
To ſend me hence without a kind farewel. 
Oedip. Gods, how ſhe ſhakes me! ſtay thee, O Jocaſta, 


Speak ſomething e er thou goeſt for ever from me. 
Joc. Tis woman's weakneſs, that I would be pity'd;. 


Pardon me then, Q greateſt, tho* moſt wretched, 
Of all thy kind : my ſoul is on the brink, 


And ſees the boiling furnace juſt beneath: 


Do not thou puſh me off, and I will go, 
With ſuch a willingneſs, as if that heav'n 


Oeai O, in my heart pangs of nature; 
It works with kindneſs o er: give, give me way; 


Too 
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Too mĩghty for the anger of che gods. 
Direct = to thy knees : yet oh ! forbear, 

Leſt the dead embers ſhould revive; ſtand of —— 


And at juſt diſtance let me groan my horrors — | 
Here on the earth, here blow my utmoſt 


gale ; 
= ſob my 13 till I burſt with fi hing : 


15 gaſp and r out my wounded foul. 
Joc. In ſpite of all thoſe crimes the cruel gods 
Can charge me with, I know my innocence ; 
Know yours : *tis fate alone that makes us wretched, 


For you are ſtill my huſband. 


Oedip. Swear I am, 


And I'll believe thee ; ſteal into thy arms, 
Renew indearments, think 'em no pollutions, 


Zut chaſte as ſpirits joys: oy I' come, 


Thus weeping blind, like night upon thee, 


And fold thee ſofily i in my arms to ſlumber. 


{The ghoſt of Lajus ay by degrees, pointing at Jo- 


_ Foc. Be gone, my lord! alas, what are we doing ? 
Fly from my arms ! whirl-winds, ſeas, continents, 


And worlds, divide us! O thrice happy thou, 


Who haſt no uſe of eyes ; for here's a ſight 


Would turn the melting face of mercy's ſelf 
To a wild fury. 2 


Oedip. Ha! what ſeeſt thou there? 

Foc. The ſpirit of my huſband! O the gods! 
How wan he looks ! 

Oedip. Thou rav'ſt ; thy huſband's here. 

| Joc. There, there he mounts 
In circling fire, amongſt the bluſhing clouds ! 
_ For he _ Jecaſfa from the world! | 
ocafta, Oc | [Fanifbes with aber. 
ety hat wouldſt thou have ? 

1 Op. Wh 1 cannot come to thee, detain'd 
1 and kept from means of death. 
I've heard a ſpirit's force is wonderful ; 
At whoſe approach, when ſtartin from his 8 = 
The earth does ſhake, and the old ocean groans, 
Rocks are remov d, and tow'rs are thund'red down: 
And walls of braſs, and gates of adamant, 


* 


Are 
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Are paſſable as air, and flect like winds. 2 
Foc. Was that a raven's croak, or my ſon's voice? 

No matter which; I'll to the grave, and hide me: 

Earth open, or I'll tear th bowels up. 

Hark ! he goes on, and b the deed of inceſt. 


Oedip. Strike then, , imperial ghoſt; daſh all at once 


This houſe of . 5 into - ale er nigh 
'That my poor ling'ring — her t 
To 11 

Fee. up <a wang 
Or I ſhall be before thee : ſee, thou can it not ; 
Then I will tell thee that my wings are on: 
I'll mount, I'll fly, and hd a port divine 
Glide all along the gaudy milky ſoil, 
To find my Lajus out; aſk ev'ry 
In his bri 1 if he knows my Lajus, 
My m 
 Ocaip. Hal bows this Tecafta? 
Nay, if thy brain be fick, then thou art happy. 


Foc. Ha! will you not? ſhall I not find him out? 


Will you not ſhow him ? are my tears deſpis'd ? 
Why, then I'll thunder, yes, I will be mad, 
And fright you with my cries : Yes, cruel-gods, 
Tho' vultures, eagles, dra tear my heart, 
I'll ſnatch celefial flames, fre all your — 
Melt down your golden roofs, and make your doors 
Of cryſtal fly from off their diamond hinges ; 
Drive you all out from your ambroſial hives, | 
To ſwarm like bees about the field of heav'n : 
This will I do, unleſs you ſhew me Lajus, 
My dear, my murder d lord; O Lajus! Lajus ! Lajus! 
[Exit Jocaſta. 
- Oedip. Excellent grief! why, this i is as it ſhou'd be 
No mourning can be ſuitable to crimes 
Like ours, but what death makes, or madneſs forms. 
I cou'd gave wiſh'd, methought, for fight again, 
15 mow the gallantry of her diſtraction: 
Her ng ey nn bop ay ſtars, - (pods, 
T* have ſeen mau —— and mate the 


While 1 her thund ring voice ſhe menac d hi 
| And ev'ry accent twang'd with ſmarting ſorrow ; | 
But what's all this to thee? thou, coward, yet 


P 


le 
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Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the road ” 


To the great palace of magnificent death ; 


Tho thouſand ways lead to his thouſand doors, 


Which day and night are ftill unbarr'd for all. 
[Claſoing of fevords : drums and trumpets without. 


| Hark! tis the noſe of claſhing ſwords ! the ſound 


Comes near: O, that a battle would come o'er me 


If I but graſp a ſword, or wreſt a dagger, | 
Tn EL with the firſt that falls. 


Exter Hæmon. with guards. 
| Hem. Seize him, and bear him to the weſtern tower. 


Pardon me, ſacred fir ; I am inform d 
That Creon has defi — your life : 
Forgive me then, if, to preſerve you from him, 


I order your — . 
Oedip. Slaves, unhand me. 


I think thou haſt a ſword: twas the wrong fide. | 


Yet, cruel Hænon, think not I will live; 


He that cou'd tear his eyes out, ſure can find 


Some deſperate way to ſtifle his curſt breath : 
Or if I ſtarve! but that's a ling'ring fate ; 


Or if I leave my brains upon the wall! 
The airy ſoul can eaſily o'er-ſhoot 
Thoſe bounds with which thou ftriv'ſt to 0 her in: 


Yes, I will periſh in deſpite of thee ; 
And, by the rage that ſtirs me, if 1 mace thee | 
In th —— world, I'll curſe thee for this uſage. [Zx-7. 


Hem. Tireſias, after him ; and with your counſel 
Adviſe him humbly ; charm, if poſſible, 


Theſe feuds within: while I without extinguiſh, 
Or periſh in th' attempt, the furious Creon ; 


| That brand which ſets our city in a flame. 


Tir. Heav'n proſper your intent, and give a period 


To all our plagues: what old Tirgſias can, 
Shall ſtraight be done. Lead, Manto, to the tow'r. 


[Ex. Tir. and Mant. 
Hem. Follow me, all, and help to part this fray, 


Trumpets again. 


Or fall together i in the bloody broil. [Exit. 


Enter Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon and hi: party 
iving —. to Adraſtus. 


Hear, | 
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Hear, and behold ; Eurydice is my priſoner. 
Aar. What would'ſ thou, hell-hound ? 
Cre. See this brandiſh'd dagger: 
Forego th' advantage which thy arms have won, 
Or, by the blood which trembles through the heart 
Of her, whom more than life, I know, thou lov't, 
II bury to the haft. in her fair breaſt, 5 
This inſtrument of my revenge. (bloody hand. 
Aar. Stay thee, damn'd wretch; hold, ſtop thy 
Cre. Give order then, that on this inſtant, now, 
This moment, all thy ſoldiers ſtraĩt diſband. 
Adr. Away, my friends, ſince fate has ſo allotted; 
Be , and leave me to the villain's mercy. | 
vr. Ah, my Adroftus ! call em, call em back! 
Stand there ; come back ! O, cruel barbarous men ! 
Could you thenleave your lord, your prince, your king, 
After fo bravely having fought his cauſe, 
To periſh by the hand of this baſe villain ? 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
All to his ruin? drag him through the ſtreets, 
Hang his contagious quarters on the gates ; 
Nor let my death affright you. | 
Cre. Die firſt thy ſelf then. 
Aar. O, I charge thee, hold. . 
Hence, from 2 all: he's not my friend 
That difobeys ; art thou now a 'd? TE 
POE. attendants. 
Or is there ought elſe yet remains to do, 
That can atone thee ? ſlake thy thirſt of blood 
With mine: but ſave, O fave that innocent wretch. 
Cre. Forego thy ſword, and yield thy ſelf my priſoner. 
Eur. Yet while there's any dawn of hope to ſave 
Thy precious life, my dear Adrafius, 
 Whate'er thou doſt, deliver not thy ſword ; 
With that thou may'ſt get off, tho' odds oppoſe thee : 
For me, O, fear not; no, he dares not touch me; 
_ His horrid love will ipare me. Keep thy ſword; 
Leſt I be raviſh'd after thou art ſlain. 3 
Aar. Inſtruct me, gods: What ſhall Adraftus do ? 
Cre. Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead; my foldiers 
With numbers will o'er-pow'r thee. Ist thy wiſh 
Eurydice ſhould fall before thee ? bites 
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Aar. Traitor, no: 

Better that thou and 4 and all mankind 

Should be no more. 

Cre. Then caſt thy ſword away, 

And yield thee to my mercy, or I ſtrike. 

Aar. Hold thy rais d arm; give me a moment's 

My father, when he bleſt me, gave me this; 

My ſon, ſaid he, let this be thy laſt refuge ; 

If thou forego'ſt i it, miſery attends thee : 

Yet love now charms that — me, which in all 

The hazards of my life I never loſt. 

is thine, my faithful ſword, my only truſt ; 

'Tho' my heart tells me that the = s fatal. 

Cee. Fatal! yes, fooliſh love-fick prince, it ſhall: 
Thy arrogance, thy ſcorn, my wounds — 
2 all at once the fatal point upon thee. 

cman, to the palace, ht! diſpatch 

| The king : han = up, ; he is loyal, 

And will o me; come, fir, are you ready? 
Aar. Yes, villain, for whatever thou canſt dare. 
Eur. Hold, Cron, or thro? me, thro me you wound. 
Adr. Off, madam, or we periſh both; behold 

I'm not unarm'd, my ponyard's in my hand: 

Therefore, away. 

Eur. I'll guard your life with mine. 
Cre. Dye both then; there is now no time ſor aal. 


lying. [Alls Eurydice. 
Eur. Ah, prince, farewel; farewel, my dear 8 2 
ies. 
Au- Unheard · of monſter ! eldeſt-born of hell! 
Don, to thy primitive flames. | [Stabs Creox. 
Cre. Help, ſoldiers, 0p" | 
Revenge me. 


Aar. More; yet more: a thouſand wounds! 
TIl ſtamp thee ſtill, thus, to the gaping furies. 


LAdraſtus falls, Lill d by the ſoldiers. 


Enter Hzmon, guards, with Alcander and Pyracmon: 

beund : the aſſaſſins are driven off. 
O Hemon, I am ſlain ; nor need I name 
'Th' inhuman author of all villanies ; ; 


There he lyes | | 
) ihe OR -— 


Kings lives be held, when but the of one 
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Cre. If I muſt plunge in flames, 
Bern firſt my arm; baſe inſtrument, unfit 
lo act the didates of my daring mind: 
Burn, burn for ever, O weak ſubſtitute Y 
Of that, the god, ambition. 37> [Dres. 
Adr.She's gone; O deadly marks-man, in the heart! 
Vet in the pangs of death ſhe graſps my hand: 
Her lips too tremble, as if ſhe would ſpeak 
Her laſt farewel. O, Oedipus, thy fall 
Is great ; and nobly now thou goeſt attended! 
They talk of heroes, and celeſtial beauties, 
And wondrous pleaſures in the other world; 
Let me but find her there, I aſk no more. [Dies. 
Enter a Captain to Hzmon : avith Tireſias and 
_ Manto. 
Cap. 0 fir, the queen Focaſta, ſwift and wild, 
As a robb'd — bounding o'er the woods, 
Has ated mu that amaze mankind : 
In twiſted gold I ſaw her daughters hang 
On the royal, and her little ſons 
Stabb'd through the breaſt upon the bloody pillows. 
Hem. Relentleſs heav'ns! is then the fate of Lagos 
Never to be aton'd ? how ſacred ought 


Demands an empire's blood for expiation ? 
But ſee! the furious mad Focafta's here. 
Scene draws and diſcovers Jocaſta held by her women, ; 

and ſtabbd in many places of her bofom, her bair di- 

HGewel d, her children ſlain upon the bed. | 
Was ever ſuch a fight of ſo much horror, 
And pity, brought to view! 
Foc. Ah, cruel women! 
Will you not let me take my laſt farewel 
Of thoſe dear babes? O let me run and ſeal 
My melting ſoul upon their bubling wounds! 
ml "= nt upon their coral mouths ſuch kiſſes, 

I recal their wand'ring ſpirits home. 
Le me go, let me go, or I will tear you piece-meal. 
Help, Hemon, help: 
Help, Oedipus; help, gods, Fecafta dies. 
nter Oedipus above. 


Oedip. Tve found — and I thank the N 
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Tis quite unbarr'd : ſure by the diſtant noiſe, 

The height will fit my fatal purpoſe well 
Foc. What hoa, my Oedipus ! ſee, where he ſtands ! 

His groping ghoſt is lodg'd upon a tow'r, 

Nor can it find the road : mount, mount, my ſoul ; 

I'll wrap thy ſhivering ſpirit in lambent flames ! 

And ſo we'll fail. = 

But ſee! we're landed on the happy coaſt ; 

And all the golden ftrands are cover'd o'er 

With glorious gods, that come to try our cauſe. 

Fove, Jewe, whoſe majeſty now ſinks me down, 

He who himſelf burns in unlawful fires, 

Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, tis done; 

Tis fixt by fate, upon record divine: 

And Oedipus ſhall now be ever mine. [Dies. 
Oedip. Speak, Hæmon; what has fate been doing 

What dreadful deed has mad Jocaſta done? (there ? 
Hem. The queen her ſelf, and all your wretched 

Are by her fury ſlain. (offspring, 

Oeaip. By all my woes, = | 

She has out-done me, in revenge and murder ; 

And I ſhould envy her the ſad applauſe : 

But, oh ! my children ! oh, what have they done ? 

This was not like the mercy of the heav'ns, 

To ſet her madneſs on ſuch cruelty : 

This ſtirs me more than all my ſufferings, 

And with my laſt breath I muſt call you tyrants. 

Hem. What mean you, fir. | 
Oeaip. Focafta ) lo, I come. 

O Lajus, Labdacus, and all you ſpirits 

Of the Cadmean race, prepare to meet me, 

All weeping rang'd along the gloomy ſhore : 

Extend your arms t' embrace me; for I come, 

May all the gods too from their battlements 

Behold, and wonder at a mortal's doing —— 

And when I knock the goal of dreadful death, 

Shout and applaud me with a clap of thunder : 

Once more, thus wing'd by horrid fate, I come 

Swift as a falling meteor ; lo, I fly, 

And thus go downwards, to the darker ſky. 


 [Thunder, 
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Thunder, be lings himſelf from the window : the The- 

- l bans — his body. 

Ham. O prophet, Oedipus is now- no more?! 

: 0 N deep deſpair 

1 „ Ceaſe 7 — bear his body hence; 

ht will daunt the drooping 7 — 

| Whom heav'n to raiſe with peace and g 

Vet, by theſe terrible examples warn'd, 

The ſacred fury that alarms the world, 

Let none, tho' ne'er ſo virtuous, great and. high, 

Be judg d * bleſt before they dye. 


(Exeunt: 


